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It is considered necessary to state, that some of the 
following Poems have already appeared in different 
periodical publications. 

London, Aprils 1828. 
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POEMS. 



MY COUNTRY, RIGHT OR WRONG ! 

Anon. 



Oh ! there's a word, which on the raptured ear 

In accents falls more exquisite and dear 

Than vows of love, or music's softest tone. 

Which hath a spell of magic all its own. 

Less sweet, when first in youth we're doomed i» 

roam. 
Sounds the belov'd, the hallowed name of home. 
Forgiveness to the erring and beg^l'd. 
Land to the sailor, mother to the child. 



2 UT' ocmvnYi aight. ok fnuoMQ. 

Breathe but thatwoid^mndwhere'^diebivastsojeUlll 
Feels not within m answtariiig^^hodlHiU? i o'l* 
Let stain or shftda«7 on it dare be iskst; ^ ' > ^^ 
Lo ! War peals forth her loud livehging' WiMt ;^ " ^ 
The vak, the city, meet the call alike, • ' ' ? •'* 
No hand;So wec^ so tame, but^^en can^strike^-^^^^ 
Her sons , in its defence rush forth to fione, . ^ > : 1 

Strength m 4heir «rmsy for imi&ot tS'their aihi: - > < ' 
What if the glitferfng swords whieh nowthey '#i^i^. 
Give deaths and'bfing it,' lathe ettoson'^teld/ ^ "" ^ 
Who sa$s they.idly str^e, ov. Vainly die;i * ' ^^ •' '' ^ 
IfthatblestnunepMsenrss its pulley ?^ ' t .h/^ 
See in this cause, upon the boundless d6^;<'' ' -^ 
A thousand gallant vessels proudly swe^p, ' ' 

Whose dteks aKmannfed with hearts as fight and braVe 
As if the battle teiKm^d not with the grate.' 



iiT caovifr&T, BioHZ oil imoiio. 3 

That sacied <vronl» thi dugfiout Creation wide^ 

To noble acts has- led* «nd'8till wilL guide ; ' - 

By airtis felt, fay all 'tis understood, '^ ^ 

As something holy, beAutiftdr and good. < 

The mind adopts that meaning* as the sight - 

ReceiTes the impress of the flowers, the lights- 

The stars, tiie sky, the ^ea;' fnnn earliest youth, 

Undoubting their perfectiou or their t#uth. 

'Tis Naiure's impulse bfds us. thto admireV- 

^Tis Natiffe's im{>ulse hghts the:pdtriot-fire. 

Yet there are those, the recreant of the earth, 

Who spiim the soil to which they owe their birth. 

And make that land, o£ every land the best, 

A theme for ridicule, and scoff and jest. 

Less rude his ruffian hand, who^d tear aside - 

The veil which shrouds his young and blushing bride, 

B2 * 



4 MY COUNTRY, EIGHT OR WRONG. 

Than his who, to the eyes of foreign foes. 
His country s faults would blazon and expose : 
Not hiding them, as misers do their gold. 

As something all too sacred to behold. 

. • •• I 

But fear thee not, my fair^ my sea-girt is1e» 

At foes, or home or foreign, thou may'st smile. 

Long as within thy realms the beacon bright 

Of Freedom sheds her pure and splendid light ; 

Tho' envy's clouds may strive to dim its rays. 

They'll melt like vapours in the sun's full blaze. 

Arm'd in the panoply of virtue's pow'r, 

Serene and firm through many an evil hour, 

With Fame unsullied, courage unsubdued. 

Thou — thou alone, of all the lands hast stood, 

And still shall stand against assailants steel'd. 

Religion, mercy, justice for thy shield. 



1 » • 



MV COUNTRY, RliSHT OR WRONG. C 

Land of my fondest, deepest love, farewell, 
Be this my motto, whereso'er I dwell. 
My matin lay, my latest vespei* song*, 

. ■ • • • * 

England ! my glorious country — bright or wrong ! 



..•'I 
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MY MOTHER'S GRAVE! 



The sun hath shed its last faint golden beam 
Upon the mountain's brow and glittering stream ; ^ 
The breeze, whose echoes lull'd the powers to rqst. 
Now murmurs gently from the ocean's breast ; 
The waters dance — in sooth they seem to be , 

MoVd by its soil, yet mournful* minstrelsy; 
The stars are shining forth with cloudless ray, j 
Oh ! while they sparkle, seem they not to say-<— 
'* Though hi^sh'd in deep repose fair nature sleeps, : 
Omnipotence o'er all its ^igil keeps." I 



MY mother's GEAYE. 



There's peace — there's power — ^there's beauty in the 

scene— 
The moon hath Bll'd ih% skies with ^ig;l4,«erenc, 
And ting*d with silver hue the trees that wave 
In bloom and freshness o^er my mother^s gprave ! 

Long years have glided by since last 1 stood 

Beside the tomb of her — ^the meek, the good! ' ^' 
Ani time, 'which ripen*d childhood into youth, '' 
Hath shewn the world in all its fata! truth ; 
Hath g^ven tears for smiles — for bliss despair — 
And dimmed my joyous breast with clouds of carie': 
Fond hopes have perish'd, one by one, away; 
Like leaves that fade, and fall in autumn's day. 
Thou sleep'st^— I would not wake thee fit>m thy slebp. 
To see the child thou lovMstwfth angtdsh weeji; ' 



i . . ! >; • / 
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MY MOTHBR S GRAVE. 



To hear her tell of treachery, wrongs, deceit — 
And ask — not gold, nor fame — though fame is 

One only boon my breaking heart doth crave — 
A home and refuge in my mother's grave ! 



.^ » 
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MORAYMA; oe, MOORISH FAITH. 

A POETIC SKETCH, 



The following Sketch is founded on the superstition mentioned 
in one of the very interesting notes affixed to the poem of Tkc 
Moor by the Right Honourable Lord Porchester. 

^ The Moors of Grenada believed that the Moon was the Para^ 
dise of the departed faithful; an idea pleasing in all scenes, but 
most fascinating in a climate where the reign of moonlight is the 
period of enjoyment.* 



«• 



Tis evening's witching honr : across the sky 

The deep and darkening shadows thickly steal, 

Blotting the light from Heaven ; yet still the west 

Glows with a thousand bright and varied hues ; 

For there the wearied day-king laid aside 

B 5 



10 JHOSAYMA^ OS, VOOmSU FAITH. 

His regal diadem of barnkk'd gbld* .a 

His riuSaiit feot&ti^if passing tQ repone^ -. ^.< '/ 
Tinged the tluii clouds with glory ; and they sttlL / 
Shine with the impress, though the monarch sleeps 
Invisible within his bow^s of rest. tl 

The languid breeze, which in the moootide rdy / 
Couch'd 'neath the ehestnut's shade, hath plumed 

his wing. 
And see the vast and spreading branches shake 
Beneath his waving pinion. The flowers^ too, 
Have caught the sound, and for each flattevin^ 

breath 
A tribute pay of incense and of balm. 
Till tiie rich air, burden'd vnih sepamte gifts. 
Seems faint and sick with sweetness and perfume. 
But where is Lore on such an eve as this. 



• » r*; I c I* 



When beauty fill9tbEe'3elanes)?)ski:5r^iis!iic|;> i 7 >i ■'lU 
Who is the pityw^of bciuity^-'WMad^pw^^noci tamll 
All' Mn^ to- %ht'>aiidgO]i'H^btent Bud^wiuddlKifgi?^' 

He beams from eyes whieb* smite ^MiaMlte dolig/o I 
And lingiirffia the tender;. piisBioiHite*lbi&i, 

Thtt'iiiinittfeL sfeafoiK^cn'liis'wildiiiotedtttthfCcbiBiiU 
And he is present, too, in all his mig^v ? ii 
In yotHler garove ; there her .faad:buUl'hisi4bmiie&«!/ 
And BMudeitM Bpoi a sunn^T'Piirsdis^i^* • .!3'<vH 
Bm^^tialh deacrt nowr-<lc^thr.batk<been'thm*9> wrll 
And blight and ruin followed in his tratu-*?^ ^ 
Yet Love still baujitsaiidhayersjraiiMid the MfH»^^ 
That gpw^ b«d'OAce tm9 iwMi^i ^^nakih^Mxti^} 
Eoyi«d tbe bliss^ v^djM^j/ows fi^BimfAtko'l^h^ 
And she, \m bride* 4li«e faithful w>d t)ief(^>i // n'li 



\ 



12 horatma; or hoorisb SJ^am, 

> • ■ 

Is left in all her agony alone ! ' .. -^ 

* • 

Oh ! what a dreary void is in the .soul— • . « 

What aching loneliness is in the heart ; 
When falls the eye on each familiar thing. 
Which, in our days of happiness we view'd 
With one we loved beside us ; whose dear gaze . 

Will never fail on them or us again ! 
Morayma spoke not of her grief, nor from the. world 
Sought solace for her dark and widow'd heart ; 
But that young heart decay'd with its own wo^ 1 
A tardy month hath now fulfilled its course 
Since her life's essence mingled with the dust, 
And never till this night hath she gone forth 
From her deserted home ; but now she leans 
Drooping against yon fragrant orange tree ; 
Her brow gleams whiter than the blossoms pale. 
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MORATMA ; OR, MOORISH FAITH. 13 

\ 

t 

Which decked iliat bough ere yet^e glowing sun 

Changed them' wilh burning kisses into gold : — 

A faint cold smile playis on her lip, which moves 

With words that none may hear ; her radiant eyes 

Beam glory, brighter than the dewy stars. 

What means that plaintive shriek — ^half woe, half joy, i 

Which comes upon the ear ! The moon ! — the /T 

moon t 
Hath bufst iti all its splendour on the sight ! 

With trembling awe she sinks upon the earth, "^ 

\> ■ 

And stretches to the moon her sofl fair arms. 
As if she sbught some blessed inmate there ; 
And such her faith, she fondly deems that now 
Within that orb her Hamet's spirit dwells. 
'Twas in the calm, the holy moon-lit hour. 
His soul broke bondage from the cumbrous flesh. 



14 uoravma; ob, moorish faith. 

And fied to Heaven! The moon b fading &st 
Before the morning's ej^j-^t, xh the chill dunp 

ground, 
That fair and delicate form still prostrate lies : 
Her cheek is marble, and her large dark eye 
LooHs (Um with gaaing. The moOD'sldat 'beam,! i 
Fdnt, wan, and cold, upon her features plays : 
Her lip hath lost its crimsDn, and the ruriitdg Uood 
Stands stagnant in her hetui — She is dead ! 
The mpm's first breath mixed with her heart's last 

slgb, - ..-.,-.,...1 

The moan's departing raj lit her pure soul' ■ ' ■ ' ' 
To join her own loved Hamet hi the sky 1 
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THE AKAB STEED. 



A POETIC SKETCH. 



** The steeds of Arabia are supposed to share in the feudal 
auimuHids ef their nasters ; to partake ia the exultation of trf « 
un^ph| and to possess the instinctive faculties of recognizing an 
hereditary foeman."— Notes to the Right Honourable Lord Por- 
cbc8ter*a ^o^m^ entitled J%e Moor, 



I. 



The knoon is gleaming o'er fortress and tower, 
O'er lordly castle« and lady's bower ; . 

Earth looks as bright 
And as calm, as if tears were only wept» 
By the timid and delicate flowers when they slept 

In gloom of night. 



16 TUB ARAB STEED. 



There is splendour hung- on the mountains high brow. 
There is radiuice showei'd on the yelltes low^ 

A pale &int ray 
Hath stolen o'er the shade of the olive's dark leaf. 
Like the smile, which illumines the cheek of gprief. 

When hope hath sway. 



M 



III. 

The stars are come forth at the moon's sofl call. 
And the sky resembles a fairy hall. 

Whose floor is made 
Of a sheet of sapphire lucid and blue. 
With thousands of diamonds flashing thrmigh, 

lake gems inlaid. 



THE ARAB STEED. 17 



IV. 

Oh ! 'tis the hour when lovers are meeting ! 
Many a bosom of beauty is beating, 

•> • ' . Many atigh. -->. 1 

Bursts fholb the waii&i h«artfa full «xe0ni > \ 

Of deep and passkmaie teniemess, 

' And wanders i)^^ . . i^ 
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V. 

But oh ! 'mid Spain's maidens of loveliness rare, 

Hiere breathes not a sigh from bosom, so fair, 

* ' • • 

As that which steals 

From yon latticed casement, that, filled with perfume, 

Of flowerets exhaling, rich fragrance and bloom» 

Olita reveals ! 



13 > TBEi ARAB JITSBK 



Blossoms firoQi. Araby'a fweelnglpwiAgp jearlb,', r 
Far from the odorpualaad of tbeil birtbr - U 

Wave, ftt her <feet ; 
Ob ! t^y ma^ fpi^l!^) xmtt light froni b«r eyts, 0:2 J 
Than heam'4 from ib« sun of their eastenit skies;' '1 

In lervid hetft. 



vi/. 

The hour for Ben Hassan's coining is past. 
Yet his love ever ardent, his steed ever fast, 

Still bounds not near ; 
And his lady's bright eyes of darkest jet. 
Which so afl«n his own in ibndness have met, 

Are dimmM with tears. 



.1 
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VIH. 

Ha ! see Mb pMmd courser comes rashiiig in sights. 
His eye flashes Kghtiiiiig, his ibot of might 

The finn earth cleaves ; 
Like 4k0 ^jpmy lash'd up iirom the d^ths of the tide, 
Is the fiiam mu|id his mouthy and his panting sfde * 

liikfi ocean heaves. 



IX. 

Soil'd are his trainings, and tangled his mane. 
Lost is th^ cujrb» and brofaen the rein ; 

A deep wide^ gash. 
His broad che9t displays* whose stream of red f 
Hath crimaon'd ]uj» trackymi^ mi^ie i^ppery \m tre^d,' 

., W^t^. ita h^avy splash. 



dd -mB^ lktUlB>W0SD. 
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X. 

. . ., ■ 

That steed hath no rider ! — what hath befel 

The master he loved, and who loved him so well ? 

Where is he now ? 

t" • •. . . . - r/ 

He lies in yon myrtle grove, mangled and slain. 
Would ! that on battle's victorious plain 

He had met death's blow ! 



xr. . ! •» i* 

Many amcNuth had£klftd away, . . i' A ill 

Since the eve of that dark eventful day 

Ben Hassan fell ; '^ 

Yet time had furnished nor trace nor clue 
To his murdep-*-though one the murderer knew. 

But he could not tell ! 



s « • 
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XII. 

The once-gushing wound hath now ceased to bleed 
In the chest of Ben Hassan's noble steed ; 

And many lands 
Might be search'd ere a courser found should be 
So matchless in strength and symmetry 



• (", f 



t . 



As now he stands. 



XIII. 

Ben Hassan dead — ^Abdallah doth claim. 
His kinsman, yet rival .in- love and in fkBie, • . .-.:' 

Tb^t cbartper's.ctdre;. . . ' 

And forth to tfftnsfar bto»i Ae steed they hare 

broi4g)it, ,. . . • ! . 3 ./ 

For QMto halh yidd^ ilmhoosk herso^ght^. r. .^ ,sj 

. ; Witfc swift i94i^ prayer. 
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XIV. 

They whisper Abda11ah'^:name in his ear *«\ 
But he starts at the sound in affi-ight and fear. 

And tears the ground ; . 
He stamps as in fury, he writhes as in pain^^ 
And flings back his head in proud disdain. 

At the munnur'd sound ! 



>. 



* ^* The intuitive knowledge of friend and foe, possessed by 
the steeds of Arabia, is striking and poetical. To such an extent 
does the belief in their powers of discrimination prevail, that 
when a horse is sold or exchanged, the new 'oWner does not be 
lieve himself master of his affections or obedience, nnless the ex- 
change or sale has been made in his presence, and he has been 
made a party to the contract by a whisper in the ear." — ^Lord 

PORCHESTER, 
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XV. 

But Abdallah, with dark and scowling brow. 
Seizes t)ie<rein, and mounting now, 

In the stirrup springs ; 
Wild looHfi the steed, his eye-ba}l» glare. 
He reels, h^ rears^ and high ia air 

Abdallab flings! 



XVI. 

? ■ • 
The horse stands sliiU — Hu: Abdallah lias 

Dead at his fbet, and the sacrifice 

Is meet and just ; 

For well the avenging courser knew. 

In Abdallah, his mastei^s murderer he slew. 

And laid in dust I 



. > 
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A FRAGMENT. 



^ 
\ 



Yet Albert would have blessed the gloom, 
And changeless stillness of the tomb. 

- m * . 

But 'tis not at the stricken heart 
That death first aims his fatal dart ; 
Oh ! earlier often falls the blow 
On cloudless breasts, unpierc'd by woe. 
Where every object round is bright, 
And life seems one long path of light. 
The blasted braqch, by tempests riv'd. 
Of beauty, fragrance, hue, depriv'd. 






A FRiiGBISNT. 25 , 



Implores.tbe passing gale and storm 
To crush its sear'd and blighted fortn ; 
"Bie howling wind» in haughty &corit> 
Heeds not the suppliant's pray'r forlorn, 
But hurries onw'ard where the rose 
fo balmy, soft luxuriance grows. 
With sportive, wanton, playful ease 
Courting the show'r, the beam, and breeze. 
Boreas, its victim to beguile, 
Ctoeets it with zephyr's airy smile. 
The rose deceivM, oppressed with heat, 
Discloses every hidden sweet. 
Oh ! latali unsuspecting faith — 
It dooms the fragrant flow'r to death. 
The wind more loudly, fiercely blows. 
And well tlie trembling rose-bud knows 



26 A FIUOMENT. 

That is no zephyr sound. 
Again the ruthless tempest rushes. 
Its might the fragile blossom crushes* 

Its leaves bestrew the ground. 
The blast that followed left no trace to tell 
Where bloom'dthat beauteous rose>,Qr where it 
fell. 



27 



STANZAS 

» 

TO ONE WHO WILL UNDERSTAND THEM. 



Go and mix in the crowd. 
With the vain and the gay. 

Let your laughter be loud, 

. To drive sadness away ; 
But when h'ght feet are wreathing in joy's festive 

bowers 
And music is breathing 'midst perfume and flowers. 
Oh ! think of the maid whom you once us*d to meet. 
Amidst melody's numbers, and glancing of feet ; 
Think what she is now, — and, in revel and glee. 

Oh ! remember the fond heart that's breaking for thee ! 

c 2 



28 STANZAS. 

By tlie moon's holy smile 

Which beamed soft from above. 

When in yon cloister^ aisle 
You first murmur'd your love ; 
By the truth which you said should for ever remain. 
By the tears I have shed since of anguish and pain ; 
By the sweet summer eve» when in silence and bliss 
You left on my cheek your last parting kiss ; 
Oh ! pause for a moment in revel and glee, 
To remember the fond heart that's breaking for thee ! 
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STANZAS ON THE CLOSE OP THE 

YEAR 1824. 



The yeai^s brief course is in the wane : 
And soon time's swifl though noiseless sea 

Will bear the circle far away. 
To blend with past eternity. 



Yet still the earth, the deep, the sky. 
Remain unalter'd to the sight. 

Nor record give of days gone by. 
Nor token of time's ceaseless flight. 



30 STA.NZAS ON THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR. 

Yet deem not that the year hath lefl 

Nor speech, nor tongue, its power to tell. 

Oh! there are. hearts of hope bereft. 
Will chronicle its history well. 



Go ask the youth before whose eye 
A wreath of future glory shone, 

Where are the flowers ? — ^.a bitter sigh 
Tells the year withered every one ! 



Go ask the maid$ who fondly deemed 
That love and truth should never fail. 

Where is the bliss of which she dream'd ? 
Her faded cheek will tell the tale ! 



STANZAS ON THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR. 31 

Go ask the mother, who when first 

The fleeting year above her rose, 
A smiling, blooming infant nurs'd 

For that Mr babe at this yearns close. 



Go ask the grave if none have pressM 
Its bosom, while the year hath fled ?. 

'Twill show its dark and gloomy breast, 
Fill'd with the hosts of mouldering dead ! 



Oh ! who each word, and wish, and thought 

Can fearlessly or calmly trace. 
Or ponder on the acts he wrought 

Within one yett^s eventful spcMie 1 



32 STANZAS ON THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR. 

How many a wayward wild cegret 
' My lip has breathM, my heart has known ; 
What burning tears my cheek have wet, 
Since the last changeful year hath flown ! 



Farewell, farewell — thou closing year, 
With joy I almost part from thee ; 

For thou hast brought me sorrow drear, 
And days of bitterest agony. 



Oh ! may the year which soon shall rise. 
To me, to all, bring joy and peace ; 

May each improve it, as it flies. 
Nor feel remorse when it shall cease ! 



S3 



MORNING. 



The night is past, the beaming sun 
Shines in the east, the day's begun ; 
He bends his splendid gaze below. 
And sees the mountains with it glow. 
He wakes the flowers with his ray. 
And kisses all their tears away : 
Every light and wand'ring breeze 
Wails sweetest fragrance from the trees ; 
Till Fancy, fropi the perfum'd air, 
Might think a gardeoi blosspm'd there. 

C5 
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It is the hour, in realms above. 
When Phoebus breathes his tale of love 
To her of grey-rob'd Twilight bom, 
Aurora, goddess of the morn ; 

And while she lists, so deep a streak 
Of crimson mantles on her cheek. 
So dazzling is the rose that rushes, 
It tints the very clouds with blushes. 
The birds are up, and every bough 
Trembles beneath their music now ; 
A ceaseless strain of joy they raise, 
Their transient being is pass*d in praise. 
Bright and sparkling rolls the billow, 

4 

Sol has chose it for his pillow ; 
Each object near looks in the deep 
To see the. god of day asleep. 



MORNTNO* 

Till on its vast and glitt'ring breast 
A thousand objects mirrored rest. 
The.king^ of day, with gradual motion, 
Now rises from the azure ocean ; 
Yet still across his wat'ry bed 
Remains a tinge of radiance shed. 
Strange love he seems to entertain 
For yonder blue and heaving main. 
The Sea his parting splendour drinks, 
When in its depths at eve he sinks ; 
And 'tis upon the sea that first 
His new-born blushing glories burst ; 
His rising, setting, there we trace, 
The first, the last, to see his face. 
No shadow now his lustre shrouds. 
He's up and climbing 'midst the clouds. 
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Unwearied still he'll journey on. 
Until his mid- day throne is won ; 
And when the throne the monarch's found, 
Where'er the eye shall glance around. 
Twill find no spot beneath his sway, 
But what looks smiling, bright and gay ; 
And e'en the flowers while they feel 
The touch of sunshine o'er them steal. 
As they were grateful for the glow, 
Tho' clos'd before, burst forth and blow* 
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EVENING. 



It is the stilly hour of eve, 

When all the flowers seem to grieve, 

And on their blossoms tear-drops shine, 

As if they moum'd the da/s decline. 

For every sun that fades away. 

But warns them of their own decay. 

Alas ! when some few suns are o'er 

The/11 revel in the beam no more. 

But wither on their lowly bed, 

Like some lone maid whose beauty's fled; 
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The breeze that slumbered through the day, 
Now whispering kisses every spray 
In yonder fragrant jasmine bower, 
And fans to life each languid flower. 

The nightingale is warbling now 
Responses to the lover^s vow ; 
There's music in the. grove and brake. 
Nay, music in the sleeping lake : 
For every zephyr's wandering sigh 
Rouses its. gentle melody ; 

And every sound, . . 

At eve like this, 

That's floating round. 
Breathes balmy bliss. 
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NIGHT: 



A FRAGMENT. 



It is the hour when o*er the world 
Night's sable banner is unfurl'd ; 
And Nature's face were hid in gloom, 
Did not yon orb the earth illume ! 
Pix'd there by the PoWr divine, 
Millions of suns around her shine : 
Far as the eye of man can glance. 
The sky is one broad blue expanse ; 
No cloud is there — it seems. to be 
As if this night, by heaven's decrcie, 
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They were forbidden to appear : 
Yet well they love when Dian's near, 
In forms as beautiful as strange, 
Along the trackless sky to range ; 
But now not one obscures her throne — 
In fullest pow'r she shines alone. 
And on the ocean smiles, as 'twere 
To see herself reflected there ; 
And while her sweet and splendid beam 
Upon its glassy surface plays* 
Almost the gazing eye may deem 
Embosom'd there that heaVn lays. 
There's sparkling near the moon a star, 
More radiant than the others far : 
That orb is strangely bright, and seems 
So gay and happy while it gleams, 



nioht: a fragment. 

We'd think, albeit we were not sure, 

Luna was all too chaste and pure. 

That star had dar*d to tell it loVd, 

And she its passion had approved. 

There's music in the passing gale — 

'Tis from the wakeful nightingale. 

Who, now, when Dian sheds her ray. 

Warbles her tender living lay ; 

And that not e'en the flowers may hear 

The notes but meant for Cynthia's ear ; 

She's breath'd a strain so low and deep. 

They've listen'd— droop'd — ^and sunk to sleep. 

All, all is still — the breeze but sighs 

A short faint murmuring sound, and dies. 

Methinks that wand'ring Zephyr feels 

Weary himself; for he but steals 
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So languidly along the grove, 

He has not strength a branch to move. 

Nor e'en a blossom to molest. 

Some moments more, I deem he will 
Send forth his voice yet softer still. 

And be like all around at rest ! 
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STANZAS SENT WITH A WREATH OF 

VIOLETS. 



I. 
The Rose in its flush of crimson pride. 

For the lovely and gay. 
And the Lily white, let the youthiul bride 

On her brow display ; 
A Myrtle sprig, for the tried and the true. 

Is offering meet ; 
And freshest, greenest Laurels strew. 

At the conqueroi's feet. 
But oh ! for the heart that is breaking fast. 
With its visions of bliss for ever past. 
Bring, ere life's sun is in darkness set. 
The crush*d and the wither'd Violet ! 
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II. 

They have brought me pale flowers, whose purple 

light 
Is faded and gone ! 
Oh! they look like the records of days that were 

bright. 

Now sliadoWd and flown! 
Yet fragrance still haunts and hallows the leaves, 

lake the odorous spell 
Of mystic enchantment kind Memory weaves. 

From joys we lov*d well ! 
The essence they caught from Springes early breath. 
Like love that is constant, they yield but in death ; 
Oh ! then, ere life's sun is in darkness set. 
Bring, bring me the sweet faithful Violet ! 
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III. 

I would not a glittering^ jewel should be 

The gift which last. 
From the hand and the heart of the loving, to thee. 

The lov^d one which pass'd ! 
No — India's rich jgeihs are a pompous dower. 

And to prid^ belong ; 
Love breathes remembrance in lowly flower. 

Or plaintive song — 
Take thou, then, my gift, and whenever thine eye 
Meets the Violet's, bestow on thy fond girl a sigh. 
Oh ! then, though life's sun be in darkness set, 
I shall still live to thee^ in the Violet ! 
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STANZAS TO 



With a seal, bearing the following motto i —" Je ne chcu^c 

qu'en numrantJ* 



I. 

Bt the memory of all that is lovely and bright. 
By the banner of gorgeous and radiant light, 

Hiat streams in the west ; 
When the sun, as if weary of shining all day, 
Steals in silence and majesty slowly away. 

To his bowers of rest. 
By the fragrance that haunts still the leaves of the 

rose, 
When with life-blush of beauty no longer it glows, — 
1 swear— -'till this bosom exhales its last breath » 
I will £till love thee fondly, and change but in death. 
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II. 



When two rivers pursuing their strong brilliant track 
Meet and blend in the sea, canst thou bid them flow- 
back 
To their native source ? 
Canst thou part them again? No, united they stray, 
Through calm and throu^ tanpest* by night and 
by day, 
On their destin'd course. 
So two hearts that have -mingled in feding's warm 

tide. 
Once join'd in Love's ocean, can never, divide ; 
Then, dear one, believe, till my last failing breath, 
I shall still love thee fondly, and change but in 
death! 
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III. 

Farewell — by the agony wild and intense. 
Which shoots through each fibre, and thrills every 
sense, 

As I utter that word — 
That word full of anguish, despair, and of woe. 
The knell of all happiness lefl me below. 

Which, wherever *tis heard, 
In the soul finds an echo, as dismal and drear 
As the sound of defeat to the warrior^s ear — 
By all of these tokens, believe my last breath 
Will bless thee, and murmur^— I change not in death ! 
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SHE NEVER SMILED AGAIN ! 



Her soul grew dark, when hope's bright ray 
Pass'd like the rainbow's light away : 
Yet none who gaz'd upon her face 
The blighted heart's decay could trace ; 
Her brow was still as moonlight fair. 
Still gleam'd like gold her sunny hair ; 
And still, though varying, pale, and weak. 
The rose's blush bloom'd on her cheek ; 
Time hush'd the deep convulsive sigh, 
And check'd the tears which dimm'd her eye- 
But from the hour which saw her lover slain 

On battle's field — she never smil'd again ! 

D 
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Who — ^who can paint his dreary state. 
Who walks midst pleasures — desolate ! 
With feelings chill'd, affections chang d. 
The heart from each fond hope estrang'd ! 
Oh ! meet Her in the splendid crowd, 
Or festive throng, where mirth is loud ; 
No more her laugh, without controul. 
The wild, free, joyous burst of soul. 
Falls on the ear — ^her voice is still 
And sad — for dead is rapture's thrill ! 
And from the hour which saw her lover slain 
On battle's field — she ne'er has smiled again ! 
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LINES 

ADDRESSED TO THE INFANT SON OF A FRIEND. 



How fair, how beautiful a thing 
Is life, in its first blossoming ! 
Ere sin hath cast its gloomy shade— 
One hue of brightness caused to fad< 
Ere yet the wild and piercing blast 
Of sorrow o'er the flower hath passed, 
To wither bloom, and leave the stain. 
The blight, the burning stamp of pain ! 
When the calm bosom heaves no sigh — 
And if a tear bedew the eye, 
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Tis like the gem which violets weep. 
When closing their sweet lids in sleep ; 
As sparkling and as clearly bright, 
As quickly melting to the sight. 
Pure — sinless, from its Maker s hands. 
Behold the young creation stands ! 
Oh ! why should passion's warring strife 
E'er mingle with the stream of life ; 
Its surface alter, break, deform. 
And rouse its waves in angry storm ? 
Oh ! that its course might onward glide; 
In peaceful and unruffled tide. 
Commingling with that shoreless sea 
Whose title is Eternity ! 
Enough — let thoughts of gloom away, 
Gladness should greet life's opening day ; 
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The lute which breathes* fair child, for thee, 

Should but respond to gaiety ! 

I would some Sybil's power were mine, 

With magic rite and mystic sign. 

To weave a spell, whose potent charm 

Might guard thy future path from harm ; 

Then should the sun, the stars, the flowers. 

Unite their sparkling, fragrant powers. 

To make each houVs existence fleet 

In radiance and in perfume sweet. 

Vain wish ! My heart can only shed 

Prayers, wishes, o'er thy youthful head ; 

And these, warm, fervent, and sincere, 

I ofier for thee, infant dear ! 

I will not wish thee, boy, to bear 

A brow so beauteous and so fair, 
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A form of lovefiness igid grace. 
Such as we in thy mother trace : 
These charms and ^fb are only meet 
For minstrel'^ .strain to woman sweet. 
But, infant, I invoke for thee 
Thy father^s heart of probity; 
For ^is alone a heart of worth 
Can bring thee joy and peace on earth ! 
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STANZAS. 



Oh ! for the grave, the quiet grave, 

Where peace erects her throne, 

Where sufiering has no boon to crave. 

And grief forgets to groan ! 

The slumber of the tomb is deep. 

No visions haunt its night. 

Like tliat vain treacherous mocking sleep. 

Which flies with moming^s light ; 

And leaves the wretch to grapple with his fate, 

Once robb'd in cheating dreams, of sorrow's weight ! 
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Oh ! for the grave, the quiet grave. 

Where aching hearts are still. 

Hearts that were lash'd by Fortune's wave. 

Yet Fortune could not kill f 

Hearts that, perchance, love, coldness, scorn. 

Have pierced, till, drop by drop. 

Existence ebb'd, yet mangled, torn, 

Life's last pulse would not stop ; 

Till, afler years of dark and dreary woe. 

Death winged the shaft, and Mercy dealt the blow ! 
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THE MYRTLE BRANCH ; 

A TOETIC SKETCH. 



Deep in the bosom of a lonely yale» 

From cities' noise and tumult far remote. 

The humble village church of Arden stood. 

There brea<h'd such quiet beauty o'er the spot, 

Such holy stillniess in each object round, 

It seemed as if the pious fabric lent 

Repose and peace to all which near it lay. 

The neighboring stream, which o'er its glitt*ring bed 

So gaily to its own sweet music danced^ 

Chang*d its blythe measure to a gentle sigh, 
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When, winding its bright course to Arden's vale. 
It murmur'd near the sacred house of prayer. 
The wind, as knowing well that his rude Voice 
Would sound discordant in so calm a scene. 
Sang not among the branches of the trees. 
The infant breezes, soft as lovers' vows. 
And ah ! as light, but curPd. their emerald leaves. 
Pomp dwelt not in that tranquil vale ; the church 
Was plain in structuifei and in fashion rude ; 
No fretted omaments adom'd its roof. 
No marble columns gleiam'd within its aisles ; 
For it no sculptor'0 cunning skiU had wrought. 
From the bard granite* forms of matchless mould ; 
No painter's hand had bid the canvass glow 
Beneath his touch with beauty-breathing hues. 
But there was one* who on each Sabbath morn 
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Knelt in that hallow'd place, whose many charms 
Outstripped the chisel's or the pencil's power. 
She was a dream of loveliness, a h&ng 
On which the wond'ring gaze in doubt would pause. 
Scarce deeming Earth would claim her for its own. 
'Twas not alone the waves of golden hair. 
The rich red lip, the pale and lofly brow, 
Where thron'd in majesty the. high soul sat. 
Which maric'd her from the rest of womankind ; 
It was the radiance of her matchless eye. 
Through which the pure and Angel spirit shone. 
Whose .sunny brightness, glandng on her che^k. 
Had kindled on its snow a rosy blush ; 
It was the beauty of her peerless form. 
Whose symmetry by Nature seem'd bestoVd, 
To answer to the dictates of her mind. 
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Which lent to all beneath its guidance grace*— 
These were her claims to eminence supreme. 
RosANTHE was the Pastor's only child. 
Admired by many and adored by Aim, 
The Lord of Ari>en*s wide domains. Her Idve, 
Oh ! the vast wealth of Woman's first warm love ! 
Was dower enough. Lord Egbert sought thiat love» 
Nor sought in vain ; the nuptial day was fix*d. ' 
The eve before, with hearts unclouded, pure 
As was the radiant sky above their heads. 
Young Egbert with Rosanthe wandered forth. 
They climb'd the summit of the beetling rock. 
And watch d the azure waves which play'd beneath » 
Coursing each other swiflly, as to catch 

The sparkling silver of each other^s foam. 

The moon, their guardian queen, their gambols 
watch*d, ' 
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With smiles as bright aft curl a mother^s lip» 
When gazing on the fit>lics of her child. 
But night advances ; see the shadows fall 
Thick o'er the mountain and the lowly vale. 
They must speed homewards : Yet the coronal 
Which is to bloom to-morrow on the brow 
Of fair Rosanthe, lacks one blossom yet. 
The humble violet is there to tell 
How unpretending real love ever is ! 
The crimson rose, to symbol forth its brightness ; 
The lily white, to speak its purity ; 
The fragrant jasmine, its delicious balm. 
But Where's the emblem of unchanging love, 
The type of constancy, the Myrtle Sprig? 
Oh ! poor is bridal wreath when wanting that ! 
What boots love's modesty, its dazzling hues, 
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Its chasteiies3» or the peifiime Whi<^ it fliiigs» 
If all must p&ss like rainbow'^nid. awAy \ 
That, that is love, in all its might and worth. 
Which mocks the withering pdw'r of time to change. 
And only grows in. strength with eyery year— 
Which knows, like Heaven's mercy, no decay. 
Upon the cliff's white brow a myrtle grew. 
In strength and beauty, tha' the sea-breeze moVd 
Its branches roiighly, and the golden suti 
Shpwer^d burning kisses on its blossoms pale. 
Lord Egbert saw the slirub,.but noted not 
The dang*rous precipice oh which it atbod'-^ 
Enough ibr him' Rosanthi^ wish'd for it ' 
How sweet to pludc it with the starry deW 
And moonbeams shining on't, and give it her ! 
He stretched 4iis hand forth, and he grasped it iirm. 
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He turn'd his head aside to show the prize, 
And sinii*d on young Rosanthe his last smile. 
The rock on which he stood betrayed his trust, 
And crumbled from beneath his feet — ^he fell ! 
The surge clos*d o'er him, and the rolling waves 
Alone gave answer to Rosanthe's shrieks. 
She's now a wand'ring maniac ! — 
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STANZAS. 



I. 
Mt heart like a ruin is mould'ring away, 
With its feelings laid waste, and its hopes in decay ; 
Love once shed its rays o'er the desolate pile. 
And it bask'd too in friendship's calm moonlight 

awhile ; 
But dim are their beams, 'midst the gloom and 

despair. 
Oh! who would believe light had ever been there ! 
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II. 

While a spot uncorroded by grief could be found, 
Hope linger'd and stray'd, 'midst the fragments 

around, 
But when each crumbling stone had her footsteps 

betray'd, 
She fled from the havoc that sorrow had made ; 
Quench'd her torch, and left only wild Memory's 

glare, 
To tell my changed heart that light once had been 

there. 
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THE STORM. 

A FRAGMENT. 



FROM AN UNFINISHED POEM. 



Darkness, and winds, and storms are on the earth ! 

And Heaven's whole magazines of wrath are pour*d ; 

A night 80 wild and gloomy, since her birth 

Ne'er did Italia's chronicles record. 

It seems as though peace, friendship to forget. 

All the fierce elements in war were met ! 

And each had summon'd forth its force and might, 

Determined, fix'd, to conquer in the fight. 

Hark ! now is heard on high the thunder's crash, 

Lo ! now is seen on high the lightning^s flash ! 
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It is a dread and fearful sight to view 

The lightning's pointed glance of sapphire blue. 

As, with a speed outstripping thought* it throws 

The gates of heaven open, to disclose 

The awful wonders which beyond them lie ; 

Then as it knew the glories of the sky 

Were all too splendid, vast, for mortal ken. 

It vanishes, the portals close again ; 

Now, as 'twere with those portals' deep rebound 

Bursts on the ear that grand tremendous sound, 

Which all alike must tremble whilst tliey hear. 

Brief time is giv'n to dissipate our fear ; 

For as it is beginning to subside. 

And fainter grows the peal, ere yet 'tis done. 

Before the echo has in silence died 

Another volley loud comes rolling on. 
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The western wind, which on the mountain's brow 

First breathed his voice, with maddest rage doth 

blow; 
And now that waken'd tempest's midnight song. 
Hoarse, angry, terrible, is heard among 
The fissures of the rocks, whose dark sides make 
A wall and boundary for Lugano's lake ; 
The blast with rapid flight through chasms descends. 
And on the lake his fury now expends. 
Ah ! how 'tis chang'd ! where's that bright happy face. 
Which had a playful dimple fiill of grace. 
For all that on it gaz'd ? No more 'tis seen. 
And frowns are on the brow where smiles have been. 
Nor is the surface of it changed alone ; 
Where is the sweet and gentle murmuring tone 
The waters whispei'd as they roU'd away ? 
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There was such mirthful music in their play, 
That none could hear the sound and not be gay. 
But now 'tis fled — the strain of joyfiilness 
Is gone — a plaintive wail of deep distress 
Comes from the blue and fathomless abyss *, 
As though the genius of the waters sent 
A pray'r unto the Tempest to relent. 
Nor tear that breast the breeze should only kiss. 
The Tempest at the supplication mocks. 
Nor stills his voice, but e'en more loudly raves ; 
As if to show his scorn, he breaks the waves 
With frantic violence against the rocks. 
All nature seems, above, around, below. 
Expiring in one wild, convulsive throe. 

* The lake of Lugano is said to be in some parts unfathomable. 
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STANZAS 

ON LATELY HEARING THE BEAUTIFUL SERENADE 

OF " ISABELS 



Oh ! Memory ! paint me the scene when first 

That exquisite lay ou my senses burst ; 

Tell me, did happiness shine o'er my soul. 

Or writhed it 'neath Sorrow's dark, gloomy control ? 

" You first heard it breathed in a glittering throng. 
When the air was filFd with laughter and song ; 
And the poet's tenderly mournful strain 
Alone told that hearts could e'er throb with pain ; — 
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When every spirit was bounding and light. 

As the fawn's, after cheating the huntsman's keen 

sight ; 
Or the lark's, which, when mom leaves her Eastern 

bowers. 
Flies, with music, to waken the fragrant flowers ; — 
When pleasure held absolute sovereign sway. 
And milth was the mandate she gave to obey. 
Gladly and gaily you boVd at her shrine. 
No homage so willing and heartfelt as thine ; — 
You moVd'mongst the crowd, with step light and free. 
And a glance— rah ! was't not of Vanity ? 
For Flattery met you, wherever you tum'd, 
And your cheek with the flush of triumph bum'd ; 
The voice of Deceit breath'd words in your ear, 
Sofi, passionate, tender — all but sincere ! 
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Yet you deem'd not then that Ttendt^rfn guile ^ 
Could lurk 'neatii that bland insidious smUe':-^ - ' 
Still you tumM aside, to a smile you met^**^ 
That smile in your heartfs-€oire lies buried yet (*^ ' 
Of one, whose aflbction, as mountain sieet * ; ' > * 
Was pure, and as Araby's perfumes sweet; ^ i 

Firm as the rock, which no tempests cab shak^l ' 
Steady and bright as the slumbering lake, . • ^ 
When the moon her radiant beauties to lave ; ' 
Pillows her light on the blue hush'd waye. ■ . ' 

You felt woman's glow of delicious pride. 
For you knew you were dearer than all beside. 
To that one, who your lightest glance or tone 
Held worth the price of a monarch's rich throne ; 
With hand clasp'd in his, to music's soR sound, 
You joyously swept through the dance's gay round ; — 
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The hours flew onwards, — the music's sweet lay, 
And the echo of feet, both vanished away ; 
But ere your lips murmur'd their last farewell, 
A strain of such witching melody fell 
On your raptur'd ear, that you dared not speak. 
Lest a breath might the strange enchantment break! 
Your heart felt bursting, till feeling's warm flow 
Streamed forth in tears — but they were not of 

woe ; — 
They were tributes of sympathy, paid to the powV 
Of the magical cadence, first heard in that hour !" 



A year hath pass'd — ^that Serenade again 

Floats on the air ; 
Now Truth, I charge thee, bring it joy or pain. 

My heart lay bare ! 
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" You hear it dow, when sad and lone 

You muse and wildly weep. 
Thinking on bliss for ever flown. 

And friends in Death's dark sleep ; — 
Despair hath press'd with giant might 

Upon your aching heart, 
Crush'd all joy*s blossoms, fair and slight. 

And bade even Hope depart. 
That song hath all the sweetness Idfl 

Of days of sunny glow ; 
But you stand forth, of peace bereft,. 

And bosom scathed with woe ! 
Even so, within the wither'd tree, 

In mockery of decay. 
The bird pours out its note of glee. 

Though blight scars brandr and spray." 
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THE PAUPER'S FUNERAt. 



A POETIC SKETCH, 



There is a music, melancholy, sad, 
Breath'd from the ocean's breast-^upon the ear 
The murmuring hollow moan of autumn's breeze 
Falls mournful ; and the loud and raving blast. 
Forcing an echo from the cavern's bare 
And rugg^ sides, makes wild and gloomy cadence. 
But, oh ! much more than these, there is a tone, 
Whose dull monotony and solemn depth 
Blends awe with sorrow. Tis the funeral knell, — 
The voice with which the grave demands its prey ! 
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Hark ! forth it peals — and though the air is fill'd 
With sounds of busy life, 'tis heard o'er all ! 

I 

Whom doth it summon from this restless world ? 

Is some proud son of luxury eompell'd 

To lay his pomp in dust ? That bell with full 

And deep sonorous throat seems meet to bid 

The lofty to their home. But 'tis not so ; 

It chaunts its dreary melody alike 

For rich and poor. And now, its measur'd swell 

Tolls for a child of want, — a pauper girl ! 

Amid the city's noise, and through the din 

Of crowded streets, with steps of reckless speed 

The humble group advances, mark'd by none. 

For there is nought of splendid pageantry. 

No titled state, no gorgeous liveried train. 

To court the eye of wond«;r, or the gaze 
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> ^ * 

I 

Of idle curiosity arrest. 

No feather'd banner waves its sable head, 

> » « 

The emblem of a venal, fawning world. 
Obsequious to the great, though in a shroud ! 
The hand of parish bounty pampers not 
To vanity's conceits, or false parade ; 
But here the kindly and the sacred claims 
Of soft humanity are unfulfiird.-— 
Yon simple tenement, whose walls are built. 
To guard their inmate through the lapse of ages. 
Will make but weak defence 'gainst Time's assaults. 
The pall that o'er its coarse,' rude form is flung, 
Soil'd, torn, and scant, scarce hides it from the view ;' 
But though thus bared to scrutiny, the throng 
Pass on, nor yield a look, a sigh, or tear ; — 
None mourn for Julia — Julia, friendless, poor ! 
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Yes one, her sister. — She to wlaom she was 
In health and peace, in paih and sickness, still 
The sum of every human hope and joy — 
She follows close ; — her slow and &lterin^ g^i 
Would fain rieprove the heartless haste of those 
Who hurry on her idol to the tomb.^ 
She treads alone in solitary woe. 
The emblem of her own deserted state — 
Her eye wpcn the coffin rests, with fix'd 
And changeless gaze— no other object sees. 
That eye was brilliant once, but now the tears. 
Which from its sunken lid in torrents giisb. 
Both hue and brightness ^m. The blazing sun 
Glares on her thin wan cheeks, as if to show 
How fair a soil have care and anguish plough'd ; 
For 'tis not Time's remorseless march has dug 
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The furrows in her face — ^her years are few. 
Though long and drear the race her soul has run. 
But rapture is not measured out by space. 
Nor agony by span* The soul alone, 
Uncircumscribed, its limits must decree. 
Feeling, the heart's chronometer, disdains 
The law of days or months ; its mijghty pow'r 
Can urge the dial on, or hurl it back^ 
Give age youth's freshness, youth the chill of age. 
These sisters' tale is short and simple. 
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STANZAS. 



I LOVE thee still— I love thee sti!!; ' ' ' J; j >>. T 
As truly as when filfsi we met, ' ^' "• • ^' ^' I* 

V 

Ere grief o'er llfi^had htealh'd lls'ehlU; • ^ '^ 
Or sorrow's tear my cheek had wet. 



I love thee still— I love IheestiD,* : * ^'- •'•' i^ 
As when my breast fWrm tilk^'W&s<fMe'$;i'^' •'{ 

Without a dream of futuw ill, c • :^ > / 

Its only murmttr-nn^s fet thee:!' * "? - >^. J 
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I love thee still — I love thee still, 

Though pangs, whose anguish none can tell. 
And thoughts of thee, whose power may kill. 

Lie hid in memory's dreary cell. 



I love thee still — I love thee still. 

Though fate hath snapped hope's glittering chain — 
Hath triumphed over human will. 

And doom'd us ne'er to meet again ! 



I love thee still — I love thee still. 
Though in a distant land you stray ; 

Yet all my faith is thine until 
Life's throbbing pulses eeasa to play. 
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I love thee still — I love thee still. 
Thy changeless constancy and truth, 

Thy name yet wakens pleasure's thriH, 
Star of my bright and joyous youth 



•sa 



THE MEETINa 

A FRAaMBlPT. 



We met — long months of agony had roU'd between 
The parting and the meeting hour ; siokness. 
And woe, and pain, and haggard wild despair, 
The mind's worst malady, had scourg'd our souls, 
'Till Reason almost stagger'd 'neath the blows ! 
Hope had expired of famme in our hearts. 
And both had prov'd the dreary task to live. 
When eyery link with joy had burst in twain ! 
Treachery, and foes, and fate, had dug a chasm 
To separate the loving and the lov'd ! 
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And dread and min sisevned to direaten Ui^e 
Whose steps shmild dare the fearful gulph to paf^s^! 
And yet 'twas CTOss'd-^Oh!* yj^kt h thdt aby?is, ' 
Thtmgh death lay in it, ^anstay IMe's daring stepfe ? 
We met — ^Time, In fts ever changefbl course 
Of sunlight and of shadow, may once more 
Light up the surface of my breast with joy^ 
But ne'er again shall happiness illame ' ^ 

Its inmost depths, with radiance so bright , 
As when I felt the smile beam'd on my face 
From him I deem'd I never more should seer— 
As when I felt my hand was clasp'd in one 
I thought no more shoul'd thrill beneath my touch. 
Bliss is no babbler— r-and hath little mirth ; — 
The words were few, nor g^y, our lips pour'd forth? 
But in the deep, the broken, passionate sighs 
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Of rapturous gr9«tingi there wa^JoaQre of soul-^ 
More of the mighty eloquence of beart . ■ , . . , 
In the warm flowing tears that dimm'd pur eyes. 
Than thousand words» woke by^jUtie to^gjijie to speech ! 
Oh ! let the cynic rail, the sage deride i . , 
At love's Qmnipotejice of joy, or grief; . 
The world hatU not another joy like .that , 
Which love,.uastain'd by.tiy^ dark shade of guilt,' 
Intense, yet pure, brings to the humfU). heart! 
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THE DYING MAIDEN TO HER LOVER. 



They tell ate, love, t^t I nmst die — 

That soon this faint and quiveiiag^ breath 
Must fail e'en thy dear name to sigh, 

And pause in death. 



Oh ! joy, to think a spirit, crush'd 

And bruis'd like mine, shall pass to peace; 
Then let thy sorrows all be hush'd. 

Thy munnurs cease. 
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The ball which strikes the wounded bird. 

The storm which fells the blighted tree. 
Are blows dealt forth by Mercy's word, 

$o ! Death to me. 



Heed not the idle tongues, which tell 

Twas diou who form'd my eariy tomb ; 
'Twas I,— I lov'd, for life, too well. 

And wrought my doom ! 



Be gay — forget — task pleasure's poVr 

To furnish days of simny glee ; 
I would not shade one passing hour» 

Widi thoughts of me. 
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• \- • 



And yet to be forgotten quite \ — ' 

No, no — ^thy.poor, fond girl would fain 
Be sometimes summoned to tby sight, - 

And love again. 



Let Memory's glass give back my form,- 
Such' as when first I pledgM my truth, 
With health and joy and feeling warm, * 

And fr^jsh with youth. 



I would not that tho^inow $houl4*st s^^ 
My hollow eye* and %lf;d cheek, :: — 
Nay, chid^ npt lYoy^iafi's .yani^y, 

. .Nor i^ me weak. 



J 
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Your picture, and the Ting you gave. 

Close 'gainst my'heart are firmly clasji'd; — 
The miser yields but to the grave 

The gold he grasp'd. 



;•'' 



Because t wil^y o*er them wept, ' * * 

They hid my treasures from my eyeS ; 
But I had markM the spot, JEiiid cre^^t, ' ' 

And found my prize. 



1 . > «^ 



1 bore my idols quick away-*— 

They since hftve ktepi upon toy breast, ' ' 
And never from that hdme'shall stray, 

Tffl idl's at rest. 
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Remember that my dying kbs 

Upon thy pictur*d semblance fell ; 
My sight grows dim, my all of bliss 

Farewell — farewell ! 
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STANZAS, 



WRITTEN AFTER VISITING THE CEMETERY OF PERE LA 

CHAISE IN PARIS. 



I. 

There was not a shadow o'er heayen's expanse* 
And the sun gilded earth with his radiant glance ; 
Hie city was thronged with its vain busy crowd. 
And music was pealing, and laughter was loud. 
I look'd on the palaces, sumptuous and gay. 
On the life-breatlung statues around me that lay ; 
But I tum'd from the waters' sweet musical fall. 
From the gold-burnished roof, and the fair marble hall. 
And I sought out the dull lonely pathway which led 
To the home of the peaceful and cold-shrouded dead ! 



90' S1J(S«iS,^^iaf f INTAPViai^ttATlW 



II. 
I ente/d ! I stood by the tomb of the brave. 

Whose sword, where it flash'd, doom'd his foe to the 

grave ; 

But now each fierce passion is luU'd in his breast. 

And he li^s, like an infant, in still harmless rest^. 

Then onwards I pass'd, and I carelessly gaz'd 

On the proud mausoleum by vanity rais'd ; 

Bm 1 patiLs^d by Che sepulchre's shade that enshrin'd 

Thfe iit)b1e'^ in virtue^ or mighty in mmd, 

* Arm sighs #ere the homage I gave to the claim 

Of the dust of the matchless in love and In fame ! 

: . . t 



* One of the most splendid and interesting monuments in the 
cemetery of PSre la Chaise, is that which contains the ashes of 
Abelard and Heloise. 



III. 

All was silent and calm, save the dirge which the 

breeze 
In low mournful munnurings sang 'tnongst the trees ; 
As I heard the sad note, like the faint wail of pain, 
I thought of the groans, deep, convulsive, yet vain ! 
Which hearts chok'd with anguish had heav'd on 

that spot, 
When death seiz'd the lov'd— yet the loving forgot I 
At the requiem, breath'd by the wind o'er the dead. 
The willow bow'd lower its green drooping head ; 

And the. cypress which thrives where'er so|rrow is^ 

. • . • ' ' ' 

found* 
Slowly wav'd its dim branches whilst hearing the 
sound* 
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IV. 

Pale, yet sweet, were the garlands affection had 

flung, 
To tell* ailer death, still how fondly it clung 
To the memory of those, who had shed o'er life's 

iiours 
The rich balmy incense of love's pei&m'd .flowers. 
The mother's despair was a moment beg^il'd 
With the lilies she strew'd o'er her fair sinless 

diild ; 
And the bright fiideless hue of the olive's dark leaf 
Brought even to the widow a pause in her grief ; 
And the laurels, when thrown on the patriot's tomb, 
Staunch'd the tears of a nation, when mourning his 
doom ! 
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V. 

Oh ! who 'tnongst the buried in silence can stray. 

And forget the belov'd who have perish'd away ? 

They were strangers in country, which lay 'neath 
my feet. 

Yet when treading upon them, I felt my heart beat — 

I ga2*d on the damp lowly turf — and I wept ! 

For I thought of the sod, where my dear mother 
slept. 

With my father beside her — space, seas were fi^rgot. 

My soul leaped each barrier, and rushed to the spot ! 

But memory soon whisper'd, with drear plainUve 
tone. 

You are far from your country — an orphan- 
unknown ! 



^ 
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THE NOVICE OF SANTA ROSA. 



A FRAGMENT, 



Faint glows the daylight in the sky. 
Nor shines a single star on high ; 
Tet o'er the lake, and o'er the vale, 
There beams a radiance mild and pale. 
It is the gentle Queen of Night, 
Who sheds that soft and placid light ; 
And now her ray so sweetly meek, 
So melancholy, wan, and weak, 
Plays on Florenza's faded cheek ; 



. { 
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Who turns in sick'ning, sad desp^. 

From all the glitter, pomp, and glare 

Of thousand lamps around her gleaming. 

To where that calm cold light is streaming. 

That maid, with form of fairy grace. 

Is kneeling at the altar's base. 

That she this night the veil may take, 

t 

And for her sins atonement make. 
Already had her lips began 
To speak the oath, when lo ! there ran ' 
A sound through Santa Rosa's aisle, 

A cry of horror and affright ! 
And she, the Abbess of the pile. 

Bade them suspend the holy rite ; 
For see, a faidiful monk has brought 
That wond'rous tale, with terror fraught, 
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Of all that had occurred this day 

In Saint Augustine's Abbey grey ; 

And she whom most it doth concern 

Must now the fatal tidihgs learn. 

Calmly she listened, e^en while she 

Was told her lover's destiny ; 

Nor did the blood for her sake spilt. 

Nor did her father's fearful guilt. 

Nor did her mother's suffering, 

One groan of anguish from her wring. 

As she were reckless of h'er lot. 

She wept not — sigh'd not — murmur'd not ; 

But bow'd her head upon her breast. 

And clasj^'d her trembling hands in prayer. 
That him she loVd on earth might share 

In Heav'h, a sweet eternal rest. 
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The hour-glass half its sand had shed. 

Yet still she drooped her beauteous head ; 

Her hands retained their posture still ;•— 

The nuns around her felt a thrill, 

A wild sensation of alarm. 

To see that state of awful calm. 

They spoke, — ^biit gain'd no answer, — save 

The echo which the cloisters gave. 

They seiz'd her hands ; those hands they find 

Lock'd fast in Death's unloosening hold ; 

White as the snow, and ah ! as cold. 

Yet Death had come in guise so sweet, 

That but her heart had ceas'd to beat. 

The sisters still had been deceived. 

For Azrael, as though it griev'd 

E'en him almost her form to harm. 

Had scarce effaced a single charm. 

F 2 
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Her cheek, which ere the spoiler Care 
Bereav'd it of its vivid hue. 
Had bloom'd so like the rose to view. 
You might have sought for fragrance there ; 
Was e'en in death, though faint and weak, 
Tiug'd with a soft vermilion streak ; 
As if the rose would scarce resign 
Its empire o'er that ftce divine. 
But though her cheek seem'd colour'd by 
Some sweet and amaranthine dye. 
The crimson from her hps had fled ; 
The flow'r which tinted them with red. 
Fed by Florenza's balmy breath. 
Could not 8ur«ve her hour of death. 
Her ample brow of purest white, 
Gleam'd tike the altar on the sight. 
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For it was sireak'd with veins of blue. 
And, like that marble, polish'd too ; 
And now 'twas in its beauty bare ; 
For all those locks of amber hair 
Which once adorned her forehead fair, 
Deem'd all unmeet for holy maid, 
No longer cast their golden shade. 
The clouds of woe came thick and fast. 
And her hrst sorrows were her last. 
A light, a lovely light, had shone 
Upon her path, but it was gone ! 
And o'er her path a flower had shed 
Its sweetest perfume ; but 'twas fled ! 
The self-same hour the self-same day. 
The orb and the flow'r vanished away. 
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She could not bear that loss of light, 
Nor live without the blossom bright : 
But pure as at the time of birth 
Her sainted spirit fled from earth. 
And some have said, in that dread hour,-^ 
So strong is superstition's poVr — 
A strange and most unearthly strain 
Was heard — ^but never heard again ; 
And Santa Rosa's nuns declare 
' That heav'nly music of the air 
Was even sweeter than the lay 
Of her whose soul had passed away ; 
Soft as the echo of a lute, 
Heard when the strings are scarcely mute ; 
Sweet as the wild and magic note 
Of evening's feather'd minstrel's throat ; 
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Like that seraphic hymn of love 

We fancy choirs of angels sing, 
To welcome, in the realms above, 

Pure spirits who from earth take wing. 
Tis strange, but on that fatal night 
Which saw Florenza's soul take flight. 
The clear cerulean sky did boast 
One star more bright than all the host 
Which sparkled there ; nor did the eye 
Till that sad eve the orb descry ; 
In beauty as in light alone. 
Apart from all the rest it shone. 
And it was o'er the convent's head 
That orb its meek efiulgence shed. 
And still in each revolving year. 

On the same night as first 'twas seen. 
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O'er the same spot distinct and clear. 

That orb yet flings its ray serene ; 

And nevf r but beneath its beam. 

Though fanciful the t&le may seem. 

Warbles Florenza's bvourite bird: 

But then, oh then ! its voice is beard 

In music more than half divine ; 

Nor, till the star has ceas'd to shine. 

Forbears the songsbresa to repeat 

,1 
A cadence all so plaintive, sweet. 

As if, while gazing on the azure skies. 

That fond and ^thful bird could recognise. 

In that mild orb which gleam'd before it^ ey^f. 

Its own lov'd mistress shining bri^tit in.Pqi^dise. 
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THE LOVERS' LAST MEETING. 



I. 
We met — yet did not speak. 

Our words were one deep-Ien^hen'd si^h, 
Like hearts which inly break 
; Give, ere they burst their chords, and die! 

II. 
Music was breathing round, 

And splendour shed its dazzling light , 
We did not hear a sound, 

Nor see what gleam'd upon our sight. 

F5 
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III. 

The sculptui'd marble form, 

^ .• 

Had more of life than we possessed. 
Save that there was a storm 
Of passions, warring in each breast ! 

IV. 

He grasp'd my hand, 'twas chill. 
And his was pale, and deadly cold ; 

I felt its pressure thrill 
Like thoughts whose power can ne'er be told. 

V. 

Thoughts passionate, intense. 
Yet full of woe, despair, and doom. 

Which cheat the poet's sense, 
And carve for him an early tomb. 
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VI. 

We lov'd as few have lov'd ; 

•. 

All feelings in our breasts that ^ew. 
All hopes and fears that moVd 

Each other's soul— each other knew. 

vu. 
And yet we madly deem'd 

It was but friendship's tranquil ray. 
Which in our bosoms bea^n'd. 

And. flung its radiance o'er our way. 

yui. 
But we were told to part ;— 

The hour which brought the dark decree 
Tore from each trusting heart 

The veil of calm securiity. 
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IX. 

To part ! that fatal word 

Hath edioes raoamful a& Che ktieH, 
When first its peal is heard, 

For one we worshipped long — and well. 

X. 

To part ! the word is drear. 

As sounds the gasping cry of life. 

Upon the startled ear. 

From out the waters 'whelming strife. 

XI. 

We parted — and we bore 

Abroad a brow of smiles and glee. 
Though our hearts' inmost core 

Was cankering with misery. 



THE LOVERS* LAST MEETING. 109 

XII. 

We met again ere long, 

Oh ! not beneath the moon*s soft ray. 
But in a heartless throng, 

'Neath Fashion's rule — and Folly's sway. 

XIII. 

Vows were upon each tongue. 

Which seal'd our lips in silence deep ; 

Tears on my eyelids hung. 

Yet no voice pray'd me not to weep ! 

XIV. 

But in his earnest gaze. 

His soul's keen anguish well I read. 
It spoke—*' My bosom pays 

With quivering gproans each tear you shed." 
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XV. 

That look hath never pass*d 

From off the mirror of my brain. 

I felt 'twould be his last — 
It was*— we never met again ! 



Ill 



THE DYING GIRL. 



A POETIC SKETCH. 



Oh ! lead me fbrth, and let me gaze 
Once more upon the morn's soil rays. 
View once again the starry sky. 
Inhale the balmy air — and die ! 
This fading form no spell may save, 
Tis passing to the welcome grave. 
Ere yonder blossom's dewy trance 
Shall melt before the morning's glance. 
Ere yet the early lark shall wake. 
This heart— oh ! what a joy—will break ! 
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I weep-^bttt 'tis not that I grieve 

This sweet ahd suntiy world to leave, 

I mourn the barter of my youth 

For treason in the form of truth. 

I deem'd not that this weary breast 

So soofi shoidd wander to its rest ; 

But quick life's vital chain decays 

When falsehood's mildtew pii it preys. 

I felt the rust within my soul 

Gnaw link from link — ^now snaps the whole ! 

Thou wilt be near when I am laid 

In the dark churchyard's darkeiit: shade ; 

But place no stone to tell the spot. 

For was I not ill life forgot? 

And this proud spirit would disdain 

The sighs that «ame» wh«a dgha are ratn ; 



.• 
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The tears — hisi t^ar^-r-wbich i¥qiuM ooL^Wv i 
Till she for whflTQ. tlwy fell ww Jw 1 .. ,, j 
And let no summer. l^o^pKis wmfit 
To mock my lone and lowly gJ^ve^ ,. 
Roses torn rudely from, their bedi 
Crushed, broken^ scentles^y with/eiVlj.dea^i, 
Fling on my gr^ire, land they shall be» 
In their brui^'d J>eauty, tjpes of me! 
Enough — yet oh ! tf near this way 
His steps-r-they witt^-^shfimld ever 8tray» 
Tell him, — and chide i«)t^r.-*that in death, 
The tremblings of my latest bnsath 
Faltered— to curse him ? No^oh no^ 
The words would choke me in their flaw I 
Deep in my soul I kwe him still, 
Througk slight andsufiring, wrong and ill. 
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Tell him- die prayer, breath'd long and last. 
Was peace and pardon for the past ; 
That pausing on the verge of time, — 
May Heav'n forgive me if 'tis crime ! — 
My last, my fpndest thoughts were his ; 
My dying pray'r — ^his future bliss ! 



115 



LIFE. 

A FRAGMENT. 



It is the birth of morn, the dreary hours 
Of silence and repose have passed away, 
And not a trace of Night's dark reign exists. 
Save in the burning records crime has penn'd, 
Of deeds which sought the shelter of her gloom. 
To hide the fearful guilt the day would blush at. 
The earth is studded with those crystal gems. 
Like diamonds scattered o'er an emerald bed. 
Which shed their dewy evanescent light. 
In mimic semblance of the orbs of heaven. 
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The san burets forth ! and lo ! earth's thiy Mkts 
Shrink for concealment in each flower's recess. 
To hide them fh>m the gldnce of that bright eye, 
Before whose lustre they must melt away. 
Oh ! who that gazes now on nature^is face. 
And sees the radiant garb, the joyous smile 
Sh6 we)u^ wldle basking in yon glorious shine. 
Would deem so brief a space had intervenedi 
Since dttrkest hues were o*er her features ffun^.-^ ' 
Thus do the seasons change, and even thus' ' ' 
Does man's existence vary in its course* ' - • ^ 
From happiness to woe, from grief to joy ! •'"''• '* 
Awhile the soul, sunk in afiHction's fii|ght, ' 
Seems like the earth, drear, desolate, and jciyiess ; 
And finds, like it, relief in tears alofie ! 
The hours glide onward, and the.twUight meek, — 
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That shadowy bond, which links the day and night. 
Smiles faintly on the world, and mdilspers aofl 
The welcome tale that morn is nigh at hand.— 
Thus days roll by, and months steal slowly on. 
And with them bear away a portion small 
Of that dull weight of misery and pain. 
Which seem'd to mock the power of time to lessen. 
Anon ! Hope's light appears, but oh ! so pale, , 
Like tjiie first tint of dawn, that scarce the «ovil 
On which it shines, can feel its blessed ray« 
Still fly the years, and though their wings «re ting'd 
With something of the bue of former gloom. 
Yet from that ri^'n orb t^y steal a gleam 
So splimdic^ yet so calm, that as they wave . 
Their pinions, Bpajrkling with efiulgent rays, , 

Above tb« 4jK>ppiiig softrer's wasted heart, « 
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That shrine of bliss and woe, touch'd by the beam. 
Flings off the clouds that cast their shadows o'er it. 
Becomes illumin'd with a brilliant light, 
And is once more the seat of peace and joy ! — 
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MONODY 

To the Memory of the late John Scott, Esq., Editor of the 
London Magazine, who was killed ia a Duel originating in 
a Literary Dispute, February 16th, 1821 ; written on the Day 
of his Funeral. 



Sacred to grief, oh Scott! this day shall be. 
To tears, to sighs, to sadness, and to thee ! 
Hush*d be the voice of joyousness on earth. 
The note of gladness, and the song of mirth. 
And let no sound upon the senses steal. 
Save the deep death-bell's dull and heavy peal ! 
Yes, he is gone, whose light and sportive wit. 
By judgment tempered and by fietncy lit. 
Could chace the lowering clouds of care away. 
As shadows vanish at the sun's bright ray. 



In whom atpdHmt, miuify.illb^rl&laSiidl Mt^i^uxi 

Justice «ad jtiiiith tb pMe M^^i^ ki^igobk^^'it'^^ ^^ ^ 
And Imngi dying; ne^^r tke pa1iiMfe)^g«l)k^<' ^^^-q nl 
In life, he swerV^^uoi ftom^tHbi m^f^dW^, '^^^^ *^ 
AndbieiieliB^ikiBaHyr^theiircai^el ' <" 'f 
Who tlien, ehSeott, can o'er^hy^ariybMr'^ • '^'^ 
Reftise Ihe tribu^ of a hearfift^ teatl^ :"- ^--"-^ 

Not they who knew thee, for oh Sod !^tK«irgtie<^, '^" 
Can find alone in bitter tears reii^; ^ : J t$i':\ 
And even they will weep who Icnew diee n^-' 
Thy fatal, undeserved, untimely lot! 
All — all shall mourn thee. She, the widowed one, 
Who drags on life, when life's best stay is gone ! 
Whose woe it is, that still ker breast must beat. 
Though hU cold heart can ne'er the throb repeat ! 
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Farowell. oh Scott ! tfay memory stffl HI hold 

Dear to my heart, when years on years have roird ! 

I'll think of thee as one, whose varied powers. 

In pain and siekness, cheer'd my weary hours ; 

When unforgiving I would turn aside 

Fnmi those who've injured thee in wri^ or pride, 

VU think of tilee^ wbo breeth'd those accents meek. 

When scarce thy toogue -from agony could qpeak. 

Which tned with ree^gneition to contfoul 

The hopeless pangs of thy. opponent's soul ; 

Thy talents, virtues, and thy fearful doom. 

By me shall be remembered to the tomb, 

And sorrow for thy loss will pass away. 

Only when life and intellect decay. 

Hark, now again peals forth that dreadfiiLbeli 

I can no more — oh Scott ! farewell-*farewell ! 

o 
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THE BROKEN HEART! 



A POETIC SKETCH. 



It was the erening of a sumtner'is day. 

The fading sun shone beaudfol and bright 

Upon the towet of Dudley's tillage chutch ;' 

And, o'er its gray and ti]ne*woni turret^^ etnd 

A holy lights like that religion flings 

Across the features of expiring age : 

It was a stilly eve, the listening ear 

Caught not a sound, save when the lowing herds 

Answer'd each other from the neighbouring fields. 

Or the white flocks, which meekly grazed aroand. 
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Shook their shrill bells, with their disportive gambols. 
The groves were silent, for the nightingale 
Not yet pour'd forth her rich and mellow note, 
And day's sweet choristers had sunk to rest. 
The breeze which, when they sung, had lodged itself 
Within the wood's green shadowy branches wild, 
BlencHng his voice in concert with the birds. 
Fled from the forest when their music ceas'd ; 
And then beneath the deeply blushing stream. 
All radiant with the glorious sun's last rays, 
Repos'd itself — and ever and anon 
Sent forth a murmuring sound, as sofl and low 

As some calm sleeping infant's tranquil breath. 
O ! 'twas an eve of beauty, such a one 
As love would choose to tell its sweetest tale ! 
And love had mark'd it — Dudley's peaceful grove, 

G 2 
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Twelve moons gone by, had echoed with his vows, 
rphen 'neaih the sun, which lin^er^d in the west. 
To kiss, ere yet he set, the pale young moon, 
Whose cheek was delicate as some fair bride's. 

Two hearts, two g^leless hearts, their tender oaths 

- • . . . ' - ' 'ft 

Pledg'd, of unfailing constancy and truth. 
'Twas the last night, perchance for one long year, ' 
That Alfred^s feet might tread his native vales ; 
For he must go to mingle with the crowd 
Of new and distant cities, and resign 



. ■; *'! 



To heaven's care his own betroth'd Laurina. 
He went — the grief which rag'd within his breast. 
Like summer storms, was fearfiil, loud, but 

transient — 

',.''>. ' , ,• • ■ .■ • \,/ 

So brief-— so very brief, himself e'en marvell'd 
at it 2— — 
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For he had deem'd, Laurina ahsent from him. 

That every hour would bring increase of sorrow. — 

Alas ! he little knew himself or man ! 

' ^ ' . ■ ■■ , . ..'"'.' 

That few there are, in youth's wild fickle season. 

Whose love unchang'd will bear the. test of absence. 

1 I > k 

He entered on the world, and all he saw 

.'-1 , ^ ' . .. • . • .-. >-'r 

To him was beautiful— for it was new— 

He saw it through the medium of that veil, 

Whose false deceitful shade is flung before 

The eyes of all, when life is in its dawn. 

' ■ , i 

The dangerous syren voice of pleasure breath'd 

Her music in his ear — at first in vain ! 

He started — shrank — from the delusive call ; 

Again she breath'd intoxicating lays 

So sweet, so strangrely sweet — he listened — ^fell ! 

O ! soon then faded from his tainted breast 
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The pure pale hna^e of his cottag6 maid — 
Yet by that fond one he was still remembered— 
He was the centre of her every hope, ' 
The source from which, or joy or grief must spriit^.' 

Her love was not the passion of an hour, 

So long it had been cherished in her breast-^ 

So fondly, fervently, and deeply felt, 

Tliat it became a principle almost 

Of life itself— to lose it was to die ! 

Though tales and fearful murmurs reached her ears, 

Of Alfred prostrate at another's feet, 

They were to her but weak and idle words; 

She doubted not ; oh ! when does true love doubt ? . 

It could not be, that Alfred, — ^her lov'd Alfred, 

But woo'd and won her virgin heart to break it r 

Now autumn slowly faded into winter. 
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And winter melted into spring again ; 

I 

Summer broke forth ;— Laurina's heart beat high, 
As, whispering to herself, she softly breath'd, 
•* Now will become indeed;" — ^for he had said, 
The year might almost wane, and May's bright 

moon 
Pass from her aching sight, ere he returned 
To Dudley — biit if he came not when 
Luna next beam'd her first meek infant ray 
Upon the heayens, to claim her for his bride, 
She then might deem he ne*er would come again ! 
May fled — the orb whose gentle silver light 
Its thousand odorous blossoms ting'd, fled too ! 
And soon — too soon — ^that dreaded eve arriv'd, 
When Dian's crest again should light the sky ; 
Laurina sought, and sought alone a hill. 



From whose hyi ^fiiijiMpqp^.^^^ , j 

The new-botpa^^gb^r^r^^l^^ jtl 

WhiGfeijptei^^:wH!li^?'«:4»^<«b^ mv^ j 

Were ik^^ wWleik^her.ir^iWi^ l,^ 

l¥i#Min4^.SQft.siB^ ip»rbJ^^pds^e|pB,d^^.»cn^ 
A few dry withfr'd.rcwe k*ves> fpiidlyjsqgl*?*^^^^^^^ ^^^r 
Though Ix^ mdsomi yirere gpner—for oli I ihaf^^y 
]pr^^AJ&e4!^,oflferiBg in their pai^tuig Ji|3^r»r7*.t^. ,^ll 
Her ^eart now ponder'd on tfie. spiortive i|oit<]9> rr 
Which once bad seem'd a )i^bt ao4.pli|]^|^4f?t>.; -^ 
Of ne'er retumii^^,— Now eadb time Ij^e |(if|^«^. ^^^.y 

Bxi^i to li^rjaincl, it.lops'd; » cofdj^fJif^J ,*.. • ,? 
She fix'4 b^r 4^ trjgbt gm^e .upon the .spfi* * . n - 
And watch'd its every decreasing ray ; ■ . v. 
For her existence hung upon it^Jig^il. ^ .. . . ,,. ,, ,.^ ^ 
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It wsd «Ek!F nite het sirifl«^eedfiig bop^. ' J > 
Upon her^bi«# she :presftM iMr fiftmk, dud Hidt 

All outwftft! ofo}e(<ts firote her tumiblhi]^ ^w ; 
The tfttte flew by ; yet still her eyes wef^ sttroudeii ! 
She started^-^ibr her busy fency made - 

A ibotstep in the leaves which rustled near ; ^ 
Her hand' withdrew its 'shade — then, then she knew 
The sun Had sunk, and alt was darkness round— ' 
She tutnM her to the east — oh God! the moon. 
The fkta) moon, had risen in (ts gk>ry ! 
She saw it' — shrieVd— Vong, loudly, wildly shrieked 
** He will ifot come !*'— bT«itbM Alfre<f s name — an(f 
died! ' 

Her heart had broken. ' . 
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STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 



I. 
Oh ! weep not. Lady— eyes like thine, 

Of radiant light. 
Were only meant to beam and shine, 

Like stars at night — 
Believ St thou that Venus would ever have given 
Those orbs, the most radiant in beauty's bright 

heaven ! 
Had she known you would half their sweet lustre 

shroud. 
By hiding them, love, beneath • sorrow's dim cloud'? 

Then weep no more — 
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II. 

Remember in love's market too. 

The value set 
On gems that &11 from eyes of blue, 

Or eyes of jet ; 
For though smiles may be bartered for smiles again, 
For dear woman's tears — all payment is vain ; 
Then for Mercy's fair sake, gentle lady, I pray, 
Oh ! make not poor Cupid a bankrupt to-day — 

And weep no more. - 



,^ I , ■t^i ,r,i^.ii .•./!•« - </.• 



WEEPING TEARS FOR THEE ! 



, . I. I I I' K' ' " ' " 



.. .'.'• 



,1 ill 

Oh ! drearily and Jieavily > • • ■ • •- '•••^ » 

The night hours wear awny y^- - -^ 

Light comes wiih.tfae nudftuit fiion»; : •« <'^ tx/ 

But joy comes not with day ; ' 
For still through flihade and sutiliglit. 

Whatsoe'er the seas6n be» 
The only joy my spirit knows. 

Is weeping tears for thee ! 
Weeping tears for theC) my love — 

Weeping tears for thee ! 
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II. 



f , " 



I think upon the quiet ^en. _ ^ . „. 

Where we so ofl have met ; 
I think upon the jasmine bower. 

Oh ! live the blossoms yet ? 
I think when last we saw thft'mooa * 

Light up the dark bhie se» ; * 
And then more faM andigashing' mi«, 

The tears I weep for diee ! . -. 'i 

The tears I weep for thee, my Iovb — • . « 

The tears I weep for thee ! / 



-, • ^ * 



f 



' III. 
I think upon the mountain where 
T¥e watch'd the sun's last ray ; 



I 
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We little deem*d our cherish'd hopes 

Like it if^^ould soon decay ; 
I think upon the grove where sung 

The sweet birds strains of glee ; 
Their mirth would seem a mockery now 

While weeping tears for thee ! 
Weeping tears for thee, my love — 

Weeping tears for thee ! 



TV. 



I think upon the lighted haU, — 
'Twas like some &iry dream,-^ 

When first, midst splendour biasing round, 
I mark'd thine eye's bright beam, . 
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It flash'd in pride on others. 

But in softness turnM'to me ; 
I thought not then of all the tears, 

That I should weep for thee I 
That I should weep for thee, my love — 

That I should weep for thee ! 



V. 



I think upon the starry eve, 
When, pale and hroken hearted, 

We gaz'd upon each other's face. 
Then hreath'd farewell — and parted ! 

By all these thoughts I swear, till time 
Shall set my spirit free, 



X 



136 WEEPING TBAftH ffOK THEE. 

My soul shall taste no other joy 

But weeping tears for thee ! 
Weq>ing tfeirs' for t^e, toy lote-^ ' • - 

Weeping tears for thee !^ 



.i v.*r' ill {j IS "M*^ 
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THE MOTHilQ^'S, JLAMEIsTC. : .,// 

' ' , ' • f ; < ' : 1 , • /^ 



I. 
He is dead, my lovely, my first-born is dead ! 
Severed in twain is life's golden thread, 
The flower from the stem hath been wrench'd away. 
Dim is the light of the stains dawning ray. 
His form is but here— his spirit hath fled ; 
He is dead — the babe of my bosom is dead ! 



II. 
I look in the cradle, where lately he smird, 
'Tis void — Oh ! I may not now rock thee, my child. 
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Thou art hush'd for ever in slumbers deep, 
Oh ! for one hour of thy dreamless sleep ! 
Baby, let thy poor mother partake thy cold bed- 
He hears not — my beautiful infant is dead ! 



III. 
Tell me, Oh ! tell me, it is but a dream. 
That again I shall see his dark eye gleam. 
That his brow will lose its wan cold white. 
And his lips, like the rose, again be bright — 
Vain mock'ry ! life*s beam is for ever fled : 
My boy— my heart's treasur d idol — is dead. 
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CLAIRE. 



A FRAGMENT, 



" Speed on, Alberti, speed thee on. 

The chime has eeas'd, the chaunt begun,*— 

Tis well ; the Convent's gate is won. 

He enters now the splendid dome, 

Too splendid to be Beauty's tomb ; 

But he mark'd not the pomp which it display'd- 

The altar with costliest gold inlaid. 

The pillars which in the cloisters shone. 

Of purest, whitest, polish'd stone ; 

Enough, if his delighted ear 

The organ's sacred swell could hear ; 
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But ever at the anthem's close. 



< • J 



High, 'bove the rest, one voice arose ; 

One strain his raptured ear did greet. 

So wildly and intensely sweet ; 

So like the warbling of a bird, 

He deem'd that Nature's self had err'^d. 

And that a mortal voice could sing 

< 

The note of those with airy wing ; 

But ever and anon would die 

Those tones of witching melody. 

As if in mercy, lest the lay 

. . .. * • 
Should quite charm Reason's pow'r away. 

I 

To whom does that soil voice belong? 
Alberti's eye searched through the throng ; 
There it had ever vainly gaz'd — 
Now to the choir his glance he rais'd. 
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'Twas then he saw whose lips had sung 
The strain on which his soul had hung ; 
Women in many climes he 'd yiew'd. 
With Beauty's varied tints imbrued. 
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And he 'd imagin'd charms, but ne'er 

. ' •. ' ,-'''*"'.,«".■ '<• 

Had Fancy drawn a form so fair 

•• • • / ^ /■ .X : ":• ■•!» 

As she who breath'd that magic strain, 

■ ; '' /. . .' '-J r» /. 

Which heard, was ne'er forgot again. 

. , . •. . ■•.. \. 'if,- j."r 

Yes, it was Claire, the Convent's pride, 

Lov'd more, much more, than all besicle ; 

Because that none had ever seen 

So sinless and iso fair a being. 

She look'd and mov'd as she were sent 

To be a living monument 

Of lovelier worlds, and realms of peace. 

Where g^ilt should vanish* sorrow cease. 



142 CLAIRE. 

That wintry floVr which buds so meek, 
Strew'd its white blossoms on her cheek ; 
But at the tou^h of joy or fear. 
The virgin tint would disappear ; ' 
And hues more deep it would assume. 
Than the pomegranate's crimson bloom : 
For ev'ry thought that pass'd within, 
Glow'd through her pure' transparent skin. 
O'er her pale forehead, high and fair, 
Flow'd many a tress of amber hair. 
Bright as the fruit in the orange grove. 
Soft as the web the silk-worm has wove. 
And as it lay on her ivory brow, 
It shone like the Sun's golden rays upon snow 
The magic, soul-subduing spell. 
Of her meek eyes, none, none could tell. 
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Those tender liquid orbs of love. 
So oft bad raised their glance above. 
To gaze on Heaven's arch of blue, 
They caught at last its azure hue. 
That Maid with robe of spotless white. 
And form so delicately slight. 
Which looks as if the faintest sigh 
Of sorrow*s. storm would bid it die, 
Who is she ? What her name and birth ? 
Is she of Heaven, or of Earth? 
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STANZAS 



siqh'd as I stood in the fair moonlight. 
To behold all nature tranquil and bright. 
And to feel that I held in my own dark breast. 
An earthquake of passions, never at rest* 



« II. 
The gentle young Zephyr had wander'd all day. 
Through regions of beauty,, far, far away. 
Had plundered the breath of each perfum'd thing*. 
And now brought the treasures beneath his win^. 
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III. 

He wav'd his pinion, with odour fraught. 
And quick every blpssoip i|i« fragrance caught, 
Araby's incense around was. distiird. 
And the rich balm of Persia the senses filFd. 

. IV. 

The sweet crimson rose awoke from its sleep, 
Buried the gift in its bosom deep, - 
Then folded its soft Unshiiig leaves again. 
Until waken'd to love by the nightingale's strain. 

V. 

The lily rear'd up its delicate head. 
And timidly of the rich banquet fed ; 
Surely that flower, with blossoms so fair. 
Is bom of the moon, not the sun's tierce glare. 

H 
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VI. 

I looked on the ocevn — ^its waters lay 
Transparent and still, and I tum'd away ; 
I had rather its depths had echoed the cry 
Of my agoni^d heart's convidsive sigh. 

VII. 

To the cloudless heavens my glance I rais'd. 
And joy stole over my soul as I gaz'd. 
For I thought of the home of eternal peace. 
Where the trials and tears of the stricken cease. 

VIII. 

I forgot the world and its cold deceit. 

In the sweet remembrance that there I should meet 

The lov'd I had lost, the holy and just ; 

And my spirit grew calm in its Christian trust ! 
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SONG. 



I. 
When the day's first benm is bieakin^, 
When the balmy flowers are waking, 
When the playful &wn is bounding, 
When the lark's high note is sounding. 

Fly, love, to me I 

II. 
When the nightingale is wooing. 
When Eve's dewy steps are strewing. 
Midst the grass in sparkling showers, 
Gems to light the darkening hours. 

Come, love, to me ! 

H2 
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III. 
Wlien the moon s. sweet ray is streaming. 
When the stars in heaven gleaming. 
And the walidenng breeze that rushes. 
Only mark your sighs and blushes. 

Steal, love, to me !. 
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THE WANDERER. 

A FRAGMENT, 



The vessel left the shore — 
And now it dares the ocean ; but the deep, 
As though it scom'd the burden which the will 
Of man had cast upon its ghttering plain, 
Murmui'd with sullen voice, and seem'd awhile < 
As it would fling the trace of earthly power 
From off its glorious face into the air. 

Or whelm it in its own blue shining depths. 
But how the moon looked down upon the waves, and 
they were calm ! 
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There's magic, surely, in the moon's meek ray, — 
For its so gentle influence can soothe 
Tempests more wild and fierce than would the force 
Of all the elements combin'd create. 
These are as nothing to the fatal storms 
Which tear and desolate the human heart, — 
And yet the moon can smUe e'en these to^ rest ! 
What though the earthquake some few cities shake,-i~ 
Love shakes the world !— ^What though the restless 

sea 
May gold and treasure shipwreck in its wrath ; — 
Does furious Jealousy no more than this ? 
What, what is loss of wealth to loss of faitb» 
To peace destroyed and joy for ever fled ? 
Hope bankrupt in the breast, and what is life ? 
We tremble at the whirlwind's fearful rage — 
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To Angelas hurricane 'tis tame and weak. 
The one alone with earth and nature wars, 
The other strives with the immortal soul. — • — 
The vessel glided onwards, and the hearts 
Of many throbb'd with that delicious thrill, 
Which sight of land, dear native land, creates ; 
But Oswald knew not this — the breast but owns 
One home in all the world, and his was far ! 
He thought of it ; and now, when every brow 
Was deck'd with smiles, he tum'd aside — ^and wept 1 
He felt he was a wanderer — 
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OhI ask me not to love again. 
That word is idle now, 
In grief, and bitterness, and patn^ 
Too long I wore the galling chain. 
Its trace is on ray clouded brow. — 

II. 
Yet though no more with passion's thrill^ 
My breast can wildly beat ; 
Though love's warm pulse is hush'd, yet still 
Believe not that my heart is chill. 
And owns no kind and genial heat. 
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III. 

It yet can kindle at the light 
Offriendship's steady ray. 
Can bless the star serene and bright, 
Which in despair's dark fearful night 
In safety steer'd me on the way. 

IV. 

That beacon light was shed by thee, 

My best and truest fHend, 

And while its sacred beam I see, 

Its radiance, hope, and joy shall be, 

And peace which love could never lend ! 



i , , t . « • 
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LOVERS' VOWS. 



I Lovfi thee, I swear ; but as man's fleeting breath 

Fadeth quickly away, 
I plight my faith only by things that in death 

Pass more swift to decay ; 



I ask not the stars, which for ages have run 

Qn unfaltering feet, • 
To wait on their bright golden master the sun. 

For my witnesses sweet ; 
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Nor the rocks, which, when even your fame shall be 
past. 

Still unshaken shall be, 
Nor the sky, which shall shadow this earth to the last. 
Nor the broad glittering sea ; 



These are not the vouchers I seek for my truth, — 

But lend me thine ear. 
And learn by what tokens I'll love thee in youth. 

And in age be sincere. 



I will love thee by all the bright perishing things 
Which seem yet the more lovely, because they have 
wings; 
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• < ■ 

By the soft mist that shadows, then melts irom the 

■ . ■ •' 
mouDtam ; 

' ' ' 
By the diamonds that sparkle, then burst, in the 

fountain ; 

By the impress the foot in the yellow sand traces. 

Which the next sweeping billow for ever effaces ; 

By the dew-drop that shines in the violet's blue eye. 

Till the sun, like a lover, the gem kisses dry ; 

By the arrowy lightning's red transient glare. 

Which shoots like hope's visions athwart the dark air ; 

By the delicate rainbow's fugitive shades, 

Which, bom of the storm, in the sunlight soon fades ; 

By the music the proud ship calls out from the tides. 

When carving her way through the ocean she glides ; 
Which, murmuring, sighs while her sail is in sight. 
Then in silence the blue shiver'd waters unite ; 
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By the butterfly bright, which, in noon's glowiug.hour4 

Shines on the breast of some favourite Qp^i^r,. 

Happy and gay, yet, at evening's close, 

Slumbers in death, with the self-same rose ; 

By all of these symbols so fading and fleet. 

My oath I renew, my promise repeat, 

And if for new pledges my truth to attest. 

More light, and more fickle, I sought than the rest, . 

Broken vows, faithless love, the emblems should be« 

Even such as I've found — ^faise deceiver, in thee ! , 
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TIME AND FRIENDSHIP. 

The following Stavzas are intended to illustrate a French Pic- 
ture, representing Time, in a Boat rowing away with Lots, 
Famk, and Glory ; and bearing this inscription : — 

** Toat passe ayee le temps, 
Mais ramiti^ rests.** 

I. 

Old Time was steering his boat one day. 
Fast rush'd the waves of the flowing sea; 

And as he saiPd, he was heard to say. 
All things must pass away with me. 

II. 
' Friendship, who stood on the golden shore, 
Scarce to the cynic a smile would deign, 
While she said, " Good sage, your boast give o'er. 

Remember I on the earth remain." 
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III. 

Old Time firowii*d sternly upon the maid. 
As he aiiswer*d «f;aiii» '* In one brief year, 

I doubt not. Friendship, "with all your parade, 
Yott will sail with Love, Fame, and Glory here." 

IV. 

The year began,-— 'twas a moonlit hour, 

And the flowers were bright with the silver dew, 

And a fair giri sat in a rosy bower. 

And her eyes and her cheek looVd radiant too. 

V. 

For a youth at her feet on bended knee, 

Pour'd forth, with sighs, love's passionate strain, 

Whilst with stirting tears and bluriies she 
Echoed his nrarmuring vows again. 
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VI. 

The year began,— *aiid' to one it came 
With brilliant hope and promise fraught. 

For the Poet had won his wreath of fan^. 

And the aim of his panUng heart seem'd wrought. 

yii. 
His dark eye kindled, a burning glow 

Rush'd through his frame, and lit up his cheek. 
When he heard his own lays from sweet lips flowy 

And as idol was crown'd by the wise and weak. 

VIII. 

The year began — and the blast of war 

F • 

Which peal'd thrbugh the world in silence died, 

- . ^ ■ 

And the Conqueror mov'd in his stately car. 
And his brow had the flush of earthly pride. 
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IX. 

The shout of glory came in his ear. 

And he knew 'twas through him such joy prevaird ; 
His was the name alone you might hear. 

His were the deeds with such triumph hail'd. 

The year began, — ^and Friendship was seen 

Hovering beside the couch of pain, 
Lessening the pangs of anguish keen. 

And smiling Hope's smile, when Hope seem'd vain ! 

zi. 

She had left her home, she had left her land, 
VHiere worship and splendour were round her. 

By the side of the sick and the suffering to standi 

Yet the trial unmurmuring found her ! 
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XII. 

Months had rollM i>a8t, yet still die was there. 

When all sav« herself had forsaken. 
Watching with tender, unvarying care. 

And afiection unchanged and unshaken. 

XIII. 

The year ezpir'd— ere its last fiEU*ewell, 

There were sounds which mixed with the passing 
gale. 
Of a deep and heavy funeral knell, 

And sorrow's despairing, plaintive wail ; 

XIV. 

For the maiden whose cheek was the brightest. 
When the promise of love seem'd faithful and true, 

Touch'd by scorn and n^lect grew the whitest. 
Till it fixed into death's dreary hue ! 
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XV. 

She believ'd his fond oaths, who had spoken 

Of a love finn as heaTen above. 
He was false — aad her yoon^ heart had braken. 

And Tim^ — ^that he ^ould !^ — ^was trinmpfaaBt o'er 
Love ! 

XVI. 

The year expired — and every leaf 

Of the laurels which deck'd the Poet's brow. 
Was faded or dead, and cureless grief 

Had quench'd his fine spirit's fervid glow. 

XVII. 

Where were his friends ? His flatterers — where ? 

Where was the hope of a deathless name? 
The w<Nrld gave another htB chaplet to bear, 

Andhe was forgot — thus Time triumphed o'er Fame \ 
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xvni. 
The year expii'd— ^no more we beheld 

The Conqueror .coming in proud array ; 
No more his breast with vanity swell'd. 

His aspect was stern, but ho longer gay. 

XIX. 

He had fought — he had won — ^for his arm was brave^ 
But madden'd with conquest he plunged into crime, 

Was caress'd for awhile, then doom'd to the grave ! 
And Glory itself was vanquished by Time ! 

XX. 

The year expired — ^through woe, and distress. 
Friendship had dung to the one she held dear. 

And now all her patient endurance to bless. 

Health freshened the cheek she had gaz'd on with 
fear. ^ 



TIME ANP F^RXENOSHIP. 1^ 

The year expired— and with sails unfurPd, 
Time was again scudding over th^ «c#y 

But this was the strain he now sang to the world, 
" All things but Friendship must pass with me f 
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WHEN SHE WHO ADORES THEE ! * 



I. 
When she who adores thee in death shall sleep. 

Her head on the cold turf lying. 
Oh ! come not beside her grave to weep. 

Nor ruffle the blossoms with sighing. 



* The above title may be thought presumptuous, as the recoU 
lection of Moore*8 exquisite melody " When He who adores Tliee/' 
will immediately suggest itself; but when it is utterly hopeless 
to imitate his wit, tenderness, and feeling, it is something to imi. 
tate his expressions. 
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II. 

How would the idols to whom you still bow. 

The gay^ but the cold in feeling. 
Scoff at a shade passing over your brow. 

Or a tear from your proud eye stealing ! 

III. 
Go to the friends whom. you value so well, — 

But when wine and wit are flashing. 
Stifle' the sound of her funeral knell 

With the shouts of rerelry clashing. 

Iv. 
Go to the Mends on whose words thou hast hung. 

Words but in bitterness spoken ; 
Do they reck that Uie heart, which to thee had clung^ 

By their arts and thine is broken ? 
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> . * . . . > . •• •», 

Y. 

Should tb^y ask her &t^? .Oh! JbreaJthe^ai the taie^ 
Lest from thee they turn hi diagusti., , _., , . . ff 

That the Ipve which Qor years, nor suffering, jpnade fiul^. 
Which in thee, as kn heaven, had trust; ^... . ;t 

VI. 

That the bosom whose every thrqb ifrajs -^i^if^ow^ ,, 
Which thou vowd'st through life to cheri^ .. ^-^ 

Was racked by thy falsehood^ till feeling lE^^i^^UPV^e^ . 
Then left forsaken — ^to perish ! . . / 

VII. 

You bade her forget — ^to your will a slaver 

As reason had not bereft her. 
From remembrance she fled to the dull dark grave-— 

TTwas the only oblivion left her ! 
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VIII. 

Wlwt could she do in the 'wide and bleak world. 
With the past and the future shaded ? 

With the baib in !her breast, by thy hand hurlVI,' ' > 
And the visions of youth all faded ! 

IX. 

What could she do, with no friend to protect, 

Deprhr'd of a fathei's blessing^? 
In the dreary season of cold neglect, 

Unsooth'd by a mother's caressing ! 

X. 

She could pray — and she did for herself and thee ! 

When gasping and thick came the breath. 
That the heaven to which she was soon to flee. 

Would forgive thee her early death ! 
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When die sleeps in her tomb, and the festive bowl 

With your bride you are ^ily drinking. 
Oh ! deem uot that joy will be in your 30ul, 



> '- • 



You will theu jof the dead be thinking. 

Remembrance, with all its withering sway. 

More loud than the voice of giadness. 
Will tell of her wrongs by night and by day, 

■ I* • ' * i « 

And turn all your mirth to sadness ! 



i.» 
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STANZAS TO A FRIEND ON HIS BIRTH- 
DAY, FEBRUARY, 23. 



I. 



Oh ! if as ancient Magi tell. 

The Stan in heaven's blue depths that dwell, 

Fling: o*er man's destiny a spell. 

How meek, yet splendid, was the ray, 

Type of thy talent's varied sway. 

Of that which ruled thy natal day-* 

My spirit's friend ! 

12 
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Aad like thy &^ s&ef^m^Baaii mil4: ^ "' ^ 

Young spring I/deem hftd eautyrWlftd,/ ♦ (-"t 
And banish'd wintew'* lempi^ato wUd ; ' s-^* 
The sky was dsokfd ia clottdlesflilighU t, a :fi I 
The radiant sua itm stfll more btigh**.. ot ^ . H 
All — all to greeAthy openiog wgjllltt-! ; n:/ ol 

My spirit's friend ! 

III. 
And nature from its yewly tomb* ,» ? r: > > ti>jil' 
Burst forth^wttb wings that shed perfUAie^.iM 

With eye of light attdtcheek of bloom \;^^^^tT.»M 
The air brewdi^d softer >thati before, ^'^^ 

The blossoBBSMSweeterixa^rainbe boiiB, > ' -'"'^^ 
The leaves a^freab^ ^ritore ware*- '- " • » 

' 'My spirit's fiiend ! 



>. *■ 
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IV. 

And ocean heaVd its softest sigh^ 
And every bird that fluttei'd by 
Pour'd forth a strain of melody ; 
Thus nature^ boontiM and kind. 
Her fairest, choicest gifts combia'd, 
To spread before thy infant mind-^ 

My spirit's friend ! 

r. 
That eager mind the impress caught, 
From all the varied treasures brought ; 
Perfection was its earliest thought! 
What marvel then that now we trace 
Within that mind wit, genius, gncef 
That virtue in thy heart hath place — 

My spirit's friend ! 
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VI. 

Farewell, farewell ! Though years may glide, 
Be still to me my odUiael,, guide, 
My pilot through time's ehiiiigeiuY tide ; 
The stai"v(d«0d&lMeoo«BMitty ift abed 1 
To light that path with perils spread' ' *" '^ ' 
Which youtfaftd woman's feet must tread — 

My spirit's friend ! 
vm ■ 
Farewell, though tears ofl^ei^fieB^piLhr^' > ' /^ 
Have cast ttieir disur'k and moorBlul'fiteiiK' ' • 'i^L 
And dimm'd ^melinfa iiV'iHliAdiiklti'tfiiik^ / 
Still, stin, through^ life, IWtbiaifr o^theij t- • n 
Through weal and woe^ riitnihrt^'tiic&^.' \u di 
When death is near, m pray Am» tk«lh^ ' v *^A 

'Mysp$¥il^ft«IHendl-'. -..^i 



I i' 
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Written after viewing an exquisite Monumental itjiroufj by 
Chauntry, to the ^ttiNnory of MauAJitflEy .daughter' <»| t)ve'|late 
John Jqbb^s^ Esq^ of Hafo<if ^uU^ W«tes. 
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SRfi dieepa — tbegravey 

With all its 4e^p j^nd sol^n mysteries^ 

' ' » « , 

Hath dosed im A«ilf Md HwA^ portals on her.. , 
Yet gieMU8,.wkh its mighty., power, hath bov$t ^ 
The tomb's^ sttOQg guttf, and gi^en to the eye> 
In all its aweet and touching Ipveliness, . ^ 

Ere yet <kcsy'bad stttlted with its breath ^ 
One grace or ebamnli^r 'matchless fbrm again. — 



IW IiINSa, 3^9 t9S ,^|Utf ORY 



How &k^iltir))teui^l fiUte looks ! <3He<^s '1)urning 



Not ^^iiitii. stamped ttft sign npoii'her 1m>w. 
Smooth^ pc^vk'd* pure, and delfente^t gleams ; ' ' ^ 
Her paiW round (teek ttes piilowM on her ^ttln. * ' ^ 
What thoi]^:|i^9 09ay anUewfllaetfee Mght ^ >< j^i 
ItspalUd^tHMB«g!St»-r^e;teac9iQf€ue, o'^^^* * -^ 
The ei^i^'W^ which-fiU piLy for )ife*« sfiem Ifenby ..^ < 
WiU never 8U%ii^4Utl4«i|0|ifl|~'d.m^^ . ii , ^'l nl 
Listless and cold is atretcb'd the band w^filvoft/ ii!> 
Hath swept the l|it^'« soft striqgs^ and ,hi^'i| t|^/ 

voice . • '1' 

Which music breath'd, when that sweet, Ij^r^ l^.^^^i 

mute. 
Grasp'd in her hand that sacred volume lies 
Which guides in health, and soothes alone in death ! 



r •!■ •, V 



FaiFd in thy dying hour ? When does it fiiil? 7- 
Througlv,p^,a^d pove8rty» through Itm^iliMMBe,. ^ 
Througbirjpeni,Td|»g»$iwatiJi the.niiothfir'* l^surt 
Is with hf^ child, her iraly:hMg»8e is caih^^ ^' 
But natuiwfa self doth t\tAvm in fUe cdnffii^^-^' ^' 
She dares not noar Uponthose^^tOlVB iook^ ^ 

On wfakH with s^ecWesaf iPttptare she has^ii*^ ^ 
In helpless infancy, and Weiottmfg yoiluih ;" -^ ■ ""^ 
She v^iis^'hereyear and turns aside io Weep.— ' 

Yet'sb^icely «Aould we moum thy fate, fair girl, 
That thy pure spirit, firesh and innocent. 
Before the world its brightness had defac'd. 
Should pass to realms of glory and of peace ! 



' I 
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SONG—** ENGLAND AND VICTORY !" 






The war-horse is bbuiidhi^, 
, The trumpet is sotindtngf. 
The banner of Engiand is floating on high ; 

Rush to the battle*lield. 

Swear by the arau you wiel#, . • — .: \» . \ 

Only in d>eath to yi<M,*---» ■ >- ? \. ". H 

Ettglmd iMd fi^lory i . «^ ./, ,.;i 

With courage unfailing, "* ''•■'''' 

And hearts never quailing, 

• ,...'• . - . ,. , 
Nobly we*ll conquer, or bravel;^ wfi^l cfie, ^ "* ' 



/• 1 



AJi to your weapons stand. 
Fight for your fathers' land, ' 
Perish with sword in hand,— ^ 
England and victory ! 



. :. -i -V.J 
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STANZAS 

WRITTEN ON THE LAST NIOHT OF THE TEAR 1887. 



Elbven-— twelve— iMurk I peals the solemn chime, 
Whieh tells the year to etated eo«|i9e hi4i.run ; 

The echo dies^ the impauaing foot of Time 
Strides on — the unknown year is now be^n ! 

The year that's gpn'e ! How much of weal and woe 

Lies hid in words so simple and so brief; 

'• ' • . 

Hours are grasp'd in them, rich with joy's sweet glow, 
Days— months (^cureless, stern, and dreary grief. 



li.* i» 
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T)}# tttrdr wtth sparkling -mug and liiliiUb toofe* ^ 7/ 
Which ffiiigs awhile, theuM'er again, w^4>eai»rf- 

The lightning'js flash-— the bleak wild teiiiqp^aib^ 
grpao. 
These symbol well to me, the vanished year* 



It dawn'd in elavtfUessj'adiaiioe o*er my head, 
J^Ppe^jglitUringy pure, andfresfat as tnonii«^*a dtfw. 

Were shrin'd within, my soid, which on th<^ 6d» . •; - 
Nor dfiWd that aught so bright wa» fleetibg ibo ! 



Soon ceas'd for ever pleasure's bird^like strain — 
Soon came fierce ang^sh like the ligfatning^s 
glare — 

Soon sorrow's tempest swept o*er heart and brain-^ 
And stamped the fiat for a life's despair ! 



Wher&W* tfe^fi4€fidS I t«v*dl^ hath *nmfr'» rdd^^Afli 

ii^ ^t tinsnapp'd ftffeigtibn's holy ehaih f ' ' ' 
S«!if Ho? I ste the fond and chosen band, - ^ 

Whose presence brought delight-^whodfe absence 

' 'I 
pain? 

Gone l-^tM I Idv'd are gone ! — iVe trept fee^de'- '^ 
'/Ik* :gravte bf some, and they Wtti'e'iAo^ttifeftfllfeirs ; 

But h^ fihti'la'tu Btreato, the scoiHjhiti^ tWfe, '^ ''- "^^ 
. WMcb nbw n»y eyes ga^ forth, m^ |m«!i»> eh^k 
sears. 

I mt/p^^!4St fMihless We, ^er sttlfied tnith', ^" 

O'er broken vows which leave my aching breast 
Oire^ wish alone-^tof hide my'Wighted yoiitfi ' 



, > 
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V f J^ 

Within the shadow of the tomVs' dark rest: 
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And Time, to all alike, a change hath brought ; 
Where breathes that being so favoured, who can 
say 
He owns each tie— -each hope— eadi wish and 
thought- 
He did, when dawn'd the past year's opening day ? 

And change shall come again ; the risen year 
Bears storm and sunlight on its rainbow -wing : 

For me, whom &te hath 'reft of all that's dear. 
It can no darker than the present bring ! 
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